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J  U  V  EN  I  LI  A 


'i£  is  he  whose  infnntMuse  hegann 
'T0  braue  -the.  World  before, year&s  siil'd  hirrLjtfa.fi 
ffhoigh  praise  he.  sle.ujnt&_s  comes  -to  mafyJfisRym 
J^eqq  fauors  or  opinion  of  {he  Tymes  , 

~\/c^f          1  *••*         /  •     -^  »  7 

Let~few  byroad  men  haw  bine  more  approu-ci 
None  so (-unseene,, so  generally  loud. 
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POEMES 


T  O 

T  H  E    R  E  A  D  E  R 

vpon  thefe  Poemes. 

Hefe  I  WEN  ILIA  (or  thefe  yonth-p  a/limes^) 
\  Set  forth  in  homely  and  vnpolifh't  Rhimes, 
Let  none  defpife :  For,  whatfoere  they  feeme 
They  haue  their/#/<?,  their  vfe,  &  their  cfteeme, 

And  will  be  read  ;  when  thofe,  more  feeming  wife, 

Haue  farre  leffe  vfe,  and  fhorter  Deftinies. 

Nor  read  you  them,  with  that  Cenforious  eye, 

As  if  you  look't  for  curiou'ft  Poefey. 

If  that  be  fought  for ;  others  can  afford 

Large  Volumes,  and  with  Art,  farre  better  ftor'd. 

And,  this  our  AutJior  anfweres  your  defire, 

If  for  his  riper  labours  you  enquire, 

Here,  you  fhall  fee  what  Nature  could  impart, 

E're  he  had  Time,  or  Meanes,  to  compaffe  Art : 

What  Straines  a  natiue  honeftie  could  reach  ; 

What  knowledge,  and  what  boldneffe  it  can  teach : 

And,  that  in  T  R  VT  H,  a  Maieftie  there  is, 

Though  masked  in  defpifedy?w//f//<^'. 

IF  Among 


To  the  READER 


Among  the  Learrid,  this  Author  had  no  name, 
Nor  did  he  this  way  thinke  to  purchafe  Fame  ; 
For,  when  he  this  compofed  it  was  more, 
Then  he  had  read  in  twice-twelue  Moneths  before. 
And  by  his  latter  Studies,  fome  difcerne, 
That,  firft  he  writ,  and  then  beganne  to  learne. 
Be't  what  it  will ;  tis  that,  he  meanes  fhall  paffe, 
To  fhew  how  foolifh,  and  how  wife  he  was. 

No  Criticke  now,  doth  in  thefe  Poemes  fee, 
A  blemifh,  or  a  fcape,  more  foone  then  he : 
He  knowes  as  well  as  they,  what  feemes  amiffe 
In  thefe  Inuentwns  ;  and  what  childifh.  is. 
He  knowes  how  farre  they  differ  from  thofe  Layes, 
By  which  the  learned  Poet  hunts  for  praife  : 
And  wherein  thofe  abfurdities  doe  lie, 
Which  (to  their  thinking,)  marre  his  Poefey* 
And  yet,  he  will  not  mend  them  :  For,  his  name 
Is  loued  more,  and  higher  flies  his  Fame, 
By  thefe  defpifed  Numbers,  then  their  pride 
Can  raife  them,  yet,  who  did  his  lines  deride. 
And,  that  his  Matter  will  be  priz'd,  he  knowes  ; 
When  their  fil'de  language  out  of  fafhion  growes. 

Thus  therefore,  vncorre<5led  and  vntrym'd, 
You  haue  thefe  Poemes,  as  they  firft  were  lymb'd  : 
Which  (though  fome  may  diflike)  fome  will  approue. 
For,  many  men  will  leaue  a  pruned  Groue, 
And  curious  Garden  Allies,  to  goe  fee, 
What  pleafures  in  vntilled  Mountaines  be : 
And  much  delight  in  Woods  to  take  the  fhade, 
Of  Artleffe  Arbors,  by  rude  Nature  made. 

Befide ; 


'upon  thefe  POEMES. 


Befide  ;  as  there  be  many  men,  who  long 
To  fee  of  what  complexion  being  yong 
Their  bodies  were  ;  and  to  that  purpofe  faue, 
Vnalter'd  thofe  their  Pictures  which  they  haue, 
So,  he,  thus  hauing  drawne  (as  here  you  finde) 
In  childifh  yeeres  the  picture  of  his  Minde, 
Vnalter'd  leaues  it ;  that  in  time  to  come 
It  may  appeare  how  much  he  changeth  from 
The  fame  he  was  :  And,  that,  be  feene  it  may, 
How  he  amends,  growcs  worfe,  or  keepcs  a  flay. 
Then,  whether  he  could  better  this  or  no, 
His  purpofe  is,  fome  other  way  to  fhow. 


ABVSES 


Place  thefe  la/I  4.  pages  after  the  brajfe  Fronti/pice,  before  the  Title 
of  Abufes  Stript  and  Whipt. 
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By  GEORGE  WITHER. 

Diuided  into  two  Bookes. 
Reuiewed  and  enlarged. 


rot  KL  ficopos  avrjp  Kara/catpHov  GLTTC. 

Defpife  not  this,  what-ere  I  feeme  injkow  : 
A  foole  to  purpofe  fpeakes  fometime,  you  knoiv. 


LONDON, 

Printed  by  T. S.  for  lohn  Bridge:  and  are  to  be  fold 

at  his  Shop  in  Pauls  Churchyard,  at  the 

Signe  of  the  Greene  Dragon.   1622. 


To  him-felfe,   G.    W.  wifheth 
all  Happineffe. 

Hou  (euen  my  Selfe)  whom  next 
I  GOD,  my  Prince  and  Country, 
I  am  moft  engaged  vnto  ;  it  is 
!  not  vnlikely,  but  fome  wil  won- 
i  der,  why,  contrary  to  the  worlds 
cuftome ,  I  haue  made  choife  of  thy  Patro 
nage  for  this  Booke,  rather  than  the  protecti 
on  of  fuch  whofe  Mightineffe  might  feeme 
better  able  to  defend  it ;  efpecially  confide- 
ring  fuch  a  Gigantick  troupe  of  Aduerfaries 
haue  banded  themfelues  againft  Virtue,  that 
one  of  them  GWz#4-like,  dares  raile  vpon  a 
whole  hoaft  of  Ifrael.  It  may  be  (\  fay)  fome 
will  wonder,  and  fome  fcoffe  at  me  for  it ;  for 
which  caufe  (though  to  anfwere  them  with 
Sic  volo  had  been  fufficient :  yet  to  mew  I  will 
not,  like  our  Great-ones,  fland  fo  much  vpon 

AS  my 


The  Epiftle 

my  authoritie  as  to  make  my  Will  my  Rea- 
fon)  I  heere  let  you  know  why,  and  for  what 
caufes  I  haue  done  it.  The  firft  is  this  :  I 
could  not  amongft  all  men,  finde  any  man, 
in  my  opinion,  fo  fitting  for  this  purpofe, 
but  either  my  worke  was  vnworthy,  or  too 
worthie  his  Patronage.  Secondly,  it  is 
faide  ;  Obfequium  amicos,  veritas  odium  parit : 
and  I  doubting  my  free  fpeech  would  hardly 
make  a  Diapafon,  pleafing  to  the  care  of  a 
common  Meccenas,  thought  it  beft  to  holde 
my  tongue,  or  fpeake  to  my  felfe,  whofe  dif- 
pofition  I  am  better  acquainted  with. 
Thirdly,  feeing  I  know  but  what  men  ap- 
peare,  and  not  what  they  are ;  I  had  rather 
endure  the  Kites  tyranny,  than  with  AZfops 
Doues  make  the  Sparrow-hawke  my  Cham 
pion.  Fourthly,  if  I  haue  fpoken  Truth,  it  is 
able  to  defend  it  felfe ;  if  not,  who-ere  be  my 
Patron,  it  is  I  muft  anfwere  for  it.  Fiftly,  for 
afmuch  as  I  know  mine  owne  minde  bed,  I 
purpofe,  if  neede  bee,  to  become  mine  owne 
Advocate.  Sixtly,  for  my  owne  fake  I  firffc 
made  it,  and  therefore  certaine  I  am  I  my  felfe 
haue  moil  right  vnto  it.  But  feuenthly,  and 
laftly  f  which  is  indeed  the  principall  Reafon)  I 

haue 


Dedicatorie. 

haue  made  this  Dedication  to  mine  owne 
Selfe ;  euen  to  put  thee  in  minde ,  feeing 
thou  haft  here  boldly  begun  to  bid  defiance 
to  the  Fle/h,  and  vpon  iuft  caufes  quarrelled 
with  the  World)  that  thou  take  heede  to 
thine  owne  words ;  and  not  through  bafe- 
neffe  of  minde  or  vntowardneffe  of  Fortune 
( to  thy  euerlafting  difgrace)  faintly  giue 
ouer  fo  noble  a  Combat.  If  euer  aduerfitie 
( as  'tis  like  enough )  oppreffe  thee,  yet  re 
member  thy  owne  fayings  ;  and  in  defpight 
of  outward  Deftinies,  haue  a  care  to  keepe  an 
vndeiecled  heart ,  ftill  free  for  Vertue.  Or  on 
the  contrarie ,  if  euer  (  as  'tis  vnlikely  ) 
vnexpecled  Profperitie  bee  caft  vpon  thee ; 
then  looke  to  thy  felfe ,  take  to  thee  this 
poore  Booke  of  thine ;  wherein  thou  (halt 
fee  the  danger  of  it ;  and  bee,  perhaps,  there 
by  flayed  from  many  a  perilous  enterprife, 
which  that  eftate  might  elfe  driue  thee  into. 
Read  it,  weekely,  daily,  yea,  and  hourely  too. 
What  though  it  be  thine  owne?  thou  knoweft 
mans  nature  to  be  fo  vncertaine  and  prone  to 
forgetfulneffe ,  euen  in  the  beft  things,  that 
thou  canft  not  haue  too  many  Memorandums. 
The  wifeft  fall ,  and  therefore  euery  day  was 
A  4  Philip 


The  Epijlle 

Philip  defirous  to  bee  remembred  that  hee 
was  a  Man.  Thou  thinkeft,  I  know,  flill  to  re- 
maine  what  thou  art ;  I  defire  in  fome  things 
thou  maift  :  but  vnleffe  thou  labour  it  with 
diligent  watchfulneffe  thy  affection,  it  is  at 
leaft  much  to  be  doubted  ,  if  not  altogether  to 
be  defpaired  of.  For  thou  haft  feene  many,  by 
an  alteration  in  their  eftate  been  fo  Metamor- 
phofed,  as  if  they  were  neither  the  fame  men, 
nor  of  that  Nation. 

Nay,  (remember  it)  thou  thy  felfe,  and  that 
but  vpon  a  bare  hope,  or  imagination  of  fome 
preferment,  haft  been  puffed  vp  and  exalted  a- 
boue  meafure  :  confider  now  then,  how  much 
more  thou  hadft  bin  fo,  and  what  had  become 
of  thee,  if  God  had  not  by  dafhing  thofe 
hopes,  called  thee  to  thy  felfe  againe  ?  Alas  ! 
if  hee  had  anfwered  thy  ambitious  expectati 
ons  to  thy  defire ,  thou  hadft  beene  by  this 
time  paft  recouery  ;  and  not  thought  of  this, 
but  delighted  in  villany  ,  beene  ouer-maftred 
by  paffion,  rufht  into  all  vanitie  and  prefumpti- 
on ;  yet  neuer  felt  any  danger,  till  it  were  too 
late  to  preuent  it.  Thou  haft  oft  wifht  thou 
hadft  bin  borne  to  the  like  means  that  others 
are  :  which,  might  it  haue  beene  fo,  now  thou 

feeft 


10 


Dedicatorie. 

feefl  thou  fhouldft  hardly  or  neuer  haue  come 
to  the  knowledge  of  thofe  things  that  are 
now  fhowne  thee.  Tis  true,  thou  haft  lamen 
ted  to  be  croft  in  thy  preferments  :  but  thou 
feeft  fince,  that  it  might  haue  beene  thy  vndo- 
ing  if  it  had  not  beene  fo  ;  and  maift  perfwade 
thy  felfe,  whether  it  be  now  or  neuer,  it  will  be 
to  thy  good.  For  tell  me;  haft  thou  not  often 
felt,  euen  when  thou  wert  bufieft  to  preuent 
them ;  Fond-loue,  Ambition,  Reuenge,  Coue- 
toufneffe,  and  fuch  like  Paffions,  then  to  inuade 
thee  ?  I  fee  thou  haft  perceiued  it  ?  How 
much  more  then  would  they  haue  beene  rea 
dy  to  affaile  thee,  when  quite  forgetting  them, 
thou  hadft  wholly  addi6ted  thy  felfe  to  the 
things  of  this  world?  Let  me  aduife  thee  (my 
deare  felfe)  then,  to  make  vfe  of  this  thine  own 
Worke ;  it  will  bee  better  to  thee  than  all  the 
World:  for  this  good  it  may  doe  thee,  and  to 
this  end,  I  made  both  it  and  the  Dedication 
therof  to  thee  ;  that  if  euer  hereafter  the  temp 
tations  of  the  world,  \hzflefJi,  &  the  diuel,  or  a- 
ny  occafion  fhould  make  thee  to  forget  this 
minde  which  thou  art  now  in:  or  fo  blinde  thy 
wider/landing,  thou  fhouldeft  not  perceiue  thy 
owne  &  the  ivorlds  follies  as  thou  dooft;  That 

if 
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if  thou  fhouldft  bee  in  that  miferable  ftate  (as 
many  are)  to  haue  no  feeling  of  thy  danger  : 
that  if  thou  fhouldft  bee  wofully  nattered, 
and  haue  no  friend  that  dares ,  or  loues 
thee  fo  well ,  to  put  thee  in  minde  of  thy 
tranfgreffions. 

That,  Then  this  may  fhew  thee  what 
once  thou  wert ;  touch  thee  againe ,  with  the 
feeling  of  thy  miferies ;  and  be  vnto  thee 
that  true  Friend,  which,  free  from  all  fay- 
ning,  fliall  plainly  tell  thee,  what  perhaps 
fhould  elfe  haue  neuer  bin  brought  againe 
to  thy  remembrance.  Looke  then  that  for 
thy  owne  fake  thou  refpect  this,  how  euer 
to  others  it  may  feeme  a  trifle.  Be  carefull  of 
thy  actions  ;  for  feeing  thou  knoweft  the  dan 
gerous  Paffions  whereunto  Man  is  fubiecl, 
haft  fhowne  his  Vanities,  layd  open  his  Weake- 
nejfe ,  and  fharply  taxed  his  Prefumption  :  If 
now  thou  fhouldeft  wilfully  runne  thy  felfe 
into  the  fame  euils ,  the  World  would  vp- 
braid  thee ,  this  Booke,  yea,  thy  Confcience 
accufe  thee ,  God  and  good  men  hate  thee ; 
thy  fault  bee  more  odious  and  inexcufable ; 
thy  Judgement  more  feuere  ,  and  (  which  is 
worft)  thy  Punifkment  moft  intolerable.  I 

fay, 
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fay,  feeke  therefore  (if  for  no  orher  caufe) 
fo  to  carry  thy  felfe,  that  at  leaft  thou  maift 
haue  a  good  Conscience  before  God  ;  for, 
Si  Deus  tecum,  quis  contra  te  ?  But  if  now  hau- 
ing  made  the  World  thine  enemie,  expofed 
thy  felfe  to  the  malice  thereof,  and  hauing 
fo  many  Legions  of  foes  without  thee,  thou 
fhouldeft  alfo ,  by  thy  negligence ,  fuffer  the 
inuincible  fortreffe  of  a  found  Confcience  to 
be  crazed  within  thee;  the  Diuell,  that  is  al- 
way  watching  fuch  aduantages,  would  quick 
ly  poffeffe  it  with  fo  vnmercifull  a  troope  of 
Horrors,  Feares,  and  Defperations,  that  with 
out  Gods  miraculous  affiftance,  thou  woul- 
deft  growe  wholly  paft  either  comfort  or 
recouery. 

For  all  the  World  cannot  defend  thee  a- 
gainft  thy  Confcience  :  but  that  beeing  with 
thee ,  thou  maift  preuaile  againfl  all  the 
World.  Beware  then  ,  cloe  not  like  the  Zebi- 
thum,  yeeld  a  perfume  to  fweeten  others  ,  and 
bee  thy  felfe  a  {linking  vermine  :  but ,  let 
this  thy  owne  Worke  be  confirmed  by  thine 
owne  life  and  conuerfation ;  yea,  let  it  be  a 
Prejldent  to  thy  felfe  :  for ,  Tanti  erit  alijs 
quanti  tibi  fuerit :  but  if  not ,  I  fay  ,  if  the 

World 
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World  mif-efleeme  either  it  or  thee,  yet  doe 
not  thou  therefore  efteeme  the  leffe  eyther 
of  thy  Booke,  or  of  thy  Selfe  ;  but  rather  let 
them  know. 

That  thou  haft  learned,  Jlill  thy  carejhall  bee, 
A  rujti  for  him,  that  cares  ajlraw  for  thee. 

But  now,  though  for  thefe  and  diuerfe  other 
Reafons,  I  haue  to  thee  my  Owne-felfe  commit 
ted  the  Protection,  and  made  the  Dedication  of 
this  Booke  ;  yet  my  meaning  is  not  that  thou 
fhouldft  keepe  it  wholly  to  thine  own  vfe;  But 
rather,  feeing  it  is  honorable  to  giue,  I  haue 
beftowed  this  on  thee,  that  if  thou  canft  in  this 
corrupted  Age,  find  any ,  whom  defert,  and 
thy  loue  may  make  fo  deare  vnto  thee  ;  or 
whom  thou  art  perfwaded  will  gratifie,  (  or 
but  thinke  well  of  thy  honeft  endeauours) 
thou  maift  be  liberall  to  them ,  both  of  thefe 
thy  labours,  and  expenfes. 

But  this  I  coniure  thee ;  bee  they  neuer  fo 
Great,  yet  flatter  not :  or  if  he  be  a  man  whom 
thou  knoweft  the  World  fpeaks  any  way  iuftly 
ill  of;  either  tell  him  his  fault ,  or  leaue  him 
wholly  out  of  thy  Catalogue.  But  becaufe  I 

begin 


Dedicatorie. 

begin  to  growe  tedious  to  my  Owne-felfe,  fmce 

therefore,  I  fhall  haue  Opportimitie  enough  to 

confider  with  thee  what  is  further  needfull 

without  an  Epiflle :  with  my  Prayers  for  my 

Prince,  my  Country,  my  Friends,  and  my  owne 

profperitie,    without    any    leaue- taking,    or 

commendations  of  my    Selfe,    I    hartily 

wilh  my  owne  Soule  to 

fare-well. 


Thy  Princes,  thy  Countries, 

thy  Friends,  thine  owne, 
whilft  Reafon  mafters 
Affettion, 


G  E  o.    WITHER. 


To  the  Reader. 

Eaders  ;  I  fpeake  to  you  that  haue 
under/landing  \  when  thefe  firft 
fruites  of  my  infant  Mufes  Jhall 
come  to  yo^lr  iudicious  cenfures ; 

doe    not    looke   for    Spencers    or 

Daniels  well-compofed  numbers ;  or  the  deepe 
conceits  of  now -flour  ifJiing  lohnfon.  Say,  '  Tis 
honefl  plaine  matter,  and  there  s  as  much  as  I 
expect.  If  I  haue  feemd  to  erre  in  any  thing, 
fuppofe  mee  not  fo  obflinate,  or  well-conceited  of 
my  owne  opinion,  but  that  I  may  be  perfwaded  by 
any  that  JJial  prodzice  ftronger  reafons  to  the  con 
trary.  If  any  thing  mayfeeme  to  haue  a  doubtfull 
interpretation ,  ajfure  your  felues,  the  hone/left 
meaning  in  it  is  mine ;  and  although  fome  may 
think  I  haue  notfo  zuell  ioyned  things  together  as 
I  might  haue  done,  I  know  when  you  haue  confede- 
red  the  nature  of  the  SubiecT:,  &  the  diuerfity  of 
things  therin  handled,  yoii  will  accept  my  good  wil, 
and  let  my  yeres  be  an  excufe  for  that  &  all  other 
ignorant  ouer-feghts  ^whatfoeuer.  Some  no  doubt 

B  will 


d 


To  the  Reader. 

will  mi/lake  myplainenes,  in  that  I  hauefo  bluntly 
fpoken  what  I  Jiaue  obferued,  without  any  Poeti- 
call  additions  or  fained  Allegories :  lamforry  I 
haue  not  p leafed  them  therein,  but  JJioiild  haue  bin 
morefory  if  I  had  difpleafed  my  felfe  in  doing  o- 
therwife  ;  for  I  know  if  I  had  zvrapt  vp  my  mea 
ning  in  darke  riddles,  I fJioitld  hatte  been  more  ap 
plauded,  and  lejfe  vnderftood,  which  I  nothing  de- 
Jire. 

I  neither  feare  nor  fliame  to  fpeake  the  Truth  ; 
and  therefore  haue  nakedly  thruft  it  foorth  with 
out  a  couering.  For  to  what  end  were  it,  if  I  (as 
fome  do)  had  appareld  my  minde  in  darke  Para 
bles,  that  few  or  none  might  haue  vnderftood  me? 
I JJiould  doe  better  to  bejilent ;  b^lt  if  that  ivriting 
bee  more  in  requejl,  I  may  hereafter  be  obfcure  e- 
noug/i :  yet  in  this  'tis  not  my  meaning ;  for  in 
deed,  if  I  knew  how,  my  defere  is  to  be  fo  plain,  that 
the  bhintejl  lobernole  might  vnderftand  me.  Our 
Grand-villaines  care  not  for  a  fecret  ierke ;  and 
well  we  mayfhew  an  honejl  wit  in  couertly  nipping 
them  ;  but  either  it  is  in  vaine,  caufe  they  per ceiue 
it  not,  or  elfe  ridiculous,  feeing  they  onely  vnder- 
Jland  it,  who  will  b^i,t  either  malice  or  flout  vs  for 
our  labours.  Many  may  diflike  the  Jmrfhnejfe 
of  the  Verfe,  but  you  know,  althoiigh  it  be  notflate- 
ly,  yet  it  well  enoiigh  befits  the  matter.  And  where 
as  I  may  feeme  blame-worthy  in  mixing  Diuini- 

tie 


18 


To  the  Reader. 

tie  with  Humanitie  :  yet  when  you  haue  found 
my  gencrall  ayme,  confedered  with  what  reuerent 
refpec~l  I  kane  done  it,  and  what  commendable  au 
thorities  I  may  haiiefor  it,  I  nothing  mif doubt  your 
approbation.  Thofe  things  which  concerne  myfelfe, 
may  feeme  childiJJi  and  nothing  p  leafing  \  biit  you 
muft  conjider  I  had  a  care  to  p  leaf e  my  f elf  as  we  I 
as  others.  And  if  the  World  blame  me  as  tofau- 
cy  with  her,  it  is  for  want  of  manners ;  but  her  own 
fa^tlt  that  would  allow  me  no  better  education.  To 
be  brief  e,  if  I  haue  any  way  offended,  lamfo  well 
perfwaded you  will  mildly  conjler  my  errors  and 
infirmities,  that  I  reft  wholly ,  and  onely  on  your 
foicnd  and  incorrupted  ludgements. 


*  But* 

Readers,  /  mean  you  tJiat  are  no  more  biit  Rea 
ders  ;  /  make  no  queftion  if  this  book  come  to  your 
fpelling ,  it  will  haiie  many  halting  verfes ,  and 
dijioyntedfentences  :  for  I  haue  had  experience  of 
your  infufficiency :  yet  haiie  I  ftriued  to  bee,  for 
your  fakes  I  tell  you  (becaitfe  I  zuould  if  it  were 
pojffible,  bee  vnderftood}  as  plaine  (as  they  fay) 
as  a  pack-faddle ;  and  now  the  doubt  is  fome  fooles 
will  ride  me.  If  they  do ;  certainely,  IJJiallbe  rough 
and  vneajie  for  their  tendernejfe. 

B  2  Though 


To  the  Reader. 

Though  you  vnderftand  them  not,  yet  becaufe 
you  fee  this  wants  fome  fine  Phrafes,  and  fuck 
fiorifhes ;  as  you  find  other  mens  writings  fiuft 
withall',  perhaps  you  will  iudge  mee  vnlearned. 
Well ;  and  right  enough.     Yet  you  will  be  counted 
biit  faucy   Cobblers   to  goe  beyond  your  Lafts. 
And  if  that  be  a  fault  (did  not  the  fubiec~l,  and 
your  ignorances,  require  me  to  be  in  that  fort  faiil- 
fy)  f  could  with  eafe  haue  amended  it,  for  it  cojl 
me  (I proteft}  more  labour  to  obferue  this  plaine- 
nejfe,  than  if  I  had  more  Poetically  trim  d  it.  But 
for  fear e  if  I  fpeake  much,  I  confound  your  Me 
mories,  /  will  fay  no  more  but  this ;  Read  and 
welcome,  but  Cenfure  not :  for  your 
iudgement  is  weak,  and  I  vtter- 
ly  renoimce  it. 


Valete. 


George  Wither. 


20 


EPIGRAMS. 


To  Time. 
E  PIGR.    i. 

NOw  fwift-deuouring,  bald,  and  ill-fac't  Time : 
Doft  not  thou  blufh  to  fee  thy  felfe  vncloak't  ? 
Oh  that  I  knew  but  how  to  laugh  in  Rime ! 
Faith  I  would  doe  it,  though  thou  wifht  me  choakt. 
Didft  thou  but  fee  how  thy  faire  antique  fhape, 
Is  now  transformed  to  &fliapcleffe  Jicw  : 
How  like  thou  look'ft  to  fome  Barbarian  Ape, 
And  could'ft  thine  owne  deformities  o're-vicw, 
Thou  wouldft  be  Metamorphafed  anew, 

Run  quite  away,  and  either  all  amend  ; 

Or  wifh  thy  felfe,  and  all  things  at  an  end. 

And  yet  defpaire  not  Time,  though  thou  art  ill  ; 
(The  worft  that  e're  (I  thinke)  was  knowne  to  be,) 
Thou  (halt  not  thus  deform'd,  continue  dill, 
For,  I  much  better  dayes,  yet  hope  to  fee. 
When  Vice,  and  Wrong,  and  Malice,  acted  haue, 
Their  furious  parts  vpon  confufions  ftage  ; 
Faire  Vertue  fhall  be  raifed  from  her  graue, 
And  bring  along  with  her  a  golden  age, 
Then  ;  we  will  laugh  to  fcorne  the  worlds  vaine  rage. 
And  fit  and  tell  with  ioy,  what  ftormes  are  paft, 
And  what  faire  daycs  we  hoped  for  at  laft. 

B  3  E  p  I- 


2  i 


EPIGRAMS. 


EPIGR.    2. 

IHeare  that  fome,  aske  how  I  dare  fo  plaine, 
Taxe  the  Abufes  that  I  now  fee  raigne  ; 
I  mufe  as  much  they  dare  fay  ill  vnto  it, 
Or  dare  to  aske  me,  how  I  dare  to  doe  it. 


To  tJie  Stranger.    3. 

THou,  that  wert  fo  vnhappy,  firft  to  breath 
Without  the  compaffe  of  Great  Britaincs  power, 
And  bleft  againe  that  Fate  did  thee  bequeath, 

The  knowledge  of  fo  rich  a  tongue  as  our  ; 
If  (vnderflanding)  thou  doft  hap  to  read 

This  booke,  wherein  thou  feeft  my  Nations  ihame, 
Yet  doe  not  thou  againfl  my  Countrey  plead ; 
For  thine  (thou  know'ft)  doth  merit  greater  blame  : 

Our  faults  are  many,  this  indeed  is  true  ; 

But  were  they  moe ;  we  are  no  worfe  then  you. 


To  the  Satyro-maftix.    4. 

OH  Lord  Sir,  y'are  deceiu'd  ;  Fme  none  of  thofe 
That  write  in  Anger,  or  malicious  fpleene  ; 
I  haue  not  taken  Pepper  in  the  Nofe, 
Nor  bafe  inuenter  of  falfe  libels  beene. 
Such  ones  there  be  indeed,  fuch  I  haue  feene ; 

I 
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I  enuy  no  man  for  his  greatneffe  ;  I, 
Nor  feeke  I  any  honeft  mans  difgrace : 
I  ioy  in  euery  ones  profperity  ; 
He  not  the  credit  of  a  dogge  deface, 
My  aduerfary  fhall  not  proue  the  cafe. 

Then  ftand  backe  (firrah  Whip-lack)  with  your  fcourge 
Doe  not  incenfe  my  Satyr  for  thy  life : 
Hee's  patient  enough,  vnleffe  thou  vrge, 
Cotentions  now  a  dayes  are  growne  too  rife, 
And  He,  is  very  backe  ward  vnto  ftrife  : 

If  you  efteeme  your  peace,  prouoke  not  me. 
For  whilft  I  find  good  caufe,  and  reafon  why, 
In  fpight  of  all  that  foes  to  Satyrs  be  ; 
He  fhall  (if  I  lift)  taxe  iniquitie, 
And  tis  a  matter  of  neceffity. 

What  ?  you  would  faine  haue  all  the  Great-ones  freed  ; 
They  muft  not  for  their  vices  be  controld. 
Beware  ;  that  were  a  fawcineffe  indeed : 
But  if  the  Great-ones  to  offend  be  bold, 
I  fee  no  reafon  but  they  fhould  be  told. 

Yea  and  they  fhall ;  their  faults  moft  hurtfull  be, 
And  ^though  I  will  not  put  them  to  that  fhame,) 
No  great  iniuftice  in  it  I  did  fee, 
If  they  were  taxed  by  their  proper  name. 
For,  no  finne  can  on  earth  haue  her  full  blame. 

Then  Scourge  of  Satyrs,  hold  thy  whip  from  mine  ; 

Or  I  will  make  my  rod,  lafh  thee  and  thine. 

B  4  To 


EPIGRAMS. 


To  the  gald  Reader. 

EPIGR.     5. 

Sir,  he  that's  night-gald,  or  hath  cornes  on's  toes, 
May  blame  the  Shoomaker,  and  curfe  his  fhooes  ; 
But  thofe  that  are  acquainted  with  the  fault, 
Can  tell  the  reafon  wherefore  he  doth  halt : 
So  thou  maift  think  ^perhaps)  thefe  Satyres  fting  thee, 
Where  onely  thine  owne  guiltineffe  doth  wring  thee. 
For,  if  thou  wert  from  thefe  difeafes  free, 
Thou  wouldft  be  quiet,  as  fome  others  be. 
But  'tis  well  known  a  tickli/h  beaft  hath  tricks ; 
And,  the  old  Prouerbe  faith,  A  gald  lade  kicks. 
But  Tie  aduife  thee  ;  If  thou  feele  it  fmart, 
Be  rul'd  by  me,  and  play  not  the  fooles  part ; 
Keep't  to  thy  felfe,  and  there  are  few  fhall  know 
If  thou  art  touched  in  this  booke  or  no. 
Thou  feeft  thou  neither  art  markt  out,  nor  nam'd  ; 
And  therefore  onely  to  thy  felfe  art  fham'd  : 
Now  if  thou  ftirre,  at  beft  thou  fhalt  but  make 
The  Country  of  thy  faults  more  knowledge  take  : 
And  (as  indeed  it  iuftly  may)  diuine, 
The  worfb  faults  that  I  write  againft  are  thine. 
Then,  fith  to  be  reproued  feemes  a  curfe, 
And  to  be  rrioued,  makes  the  matter  worfe, 
Either  to  amend  thy  wicked  life  haue  care, 
Or  like  a  Packe-horfe,  and  an  Affe,  ftill  beare. 

To 


EPIGRAMS. 


To  the  impartiall  Author. 

GEorge ;  I  did  euer  thinke  thy  faithfull  breaft 
Contain'd  a  mind  beyond  the  common  fort. 
Thy  very  looke  and  honeft  heart  expreft, 
And  feem'd  an  awfull  mildneffe  to  import. 
Poets  may  vaunt  of  fmooth  and  lofty  ftraines  ; 
Thine  with  thy  fubie6l  fitly  doe  agree. 
But  then  thy  Mufe  a  better  praife  obtaines, 
For  whilft  the  greateft  but  Time-pleafers  be, 
Thou  vnappald  and  freely  fpeak'fl  the  truth  ; 
Not  any  one  for  feare  or  lucre  fparing : 
A  vertue  rare  in  age,  more  rare  in  youth ; 
Another  Cato,  but  I  thinke  more  daring. 
Well  maift  thou  fpeed  in  thefe  tempefluous  times  ; 
Thou  foone  beginfh  to  make  the  world  thy  foe, 
Yet  I  fo  well  doe  like  thine  honeft  Rimes, 
That  I  could  wifh  all  Poets  would  write  fo : 
For,  thou  the  way  of  truth  fo  rightly  tend'ft, 
I  hold  them  double  prais'd  whom  thou  commend'ft. 

Thy  dear e  friend, 
Th.  C. 
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THE   OCCASION 

of  this  IVorke. 


WHen  nimble  Time  that  all  things  ouer-runs, 
Made  me  forfake  my  tops  and  eldren  guns  ; 
Reaching  thofe  yeeres  in  which  the  fchoole-boyes  brag, 
In  leauing  off  the  bottle  and  the  bag  : 
The  very  Spring  before  I  grew  fo  old, 
That  I  had  almoft  thrice  fiue  Winters  told  ; 
Noting  my  other  fellow-pupils  haft, 
That  to  our  EngliJJi  Athens  flockt  fo  fait : 
Left  others  for  a  truant  mould  fufpect  me, 
That  had  the  felfe-fame  Tutor  to  direct  me, 
And  in  a  manner  counting  it  a  fhame 
To  vnder-goe  fo  long  a  Schoole-boyes  name, 
Thither  went  I.     For,  though  I'le  not  compare 
With  many  of  them  that  my  Fellowes  were  ; 
Yet  to  my  Teachers  praife  ( I  fpeake  it  now ) 
I  all  the  formes  in  fchoole  had  quite  run  through, 
And  was  no  whit,  for  Grammer  Rules  to  feeke, 
In  Lillies  Latinc,  nor  in  Camdens  Greeke  ; 

But 


THE    OCCASION,    &c. 

But  fo  well  grounded,  that  another  day, 

I  could  not  with  our  idle  Students  fay 

For  my  excufe,  /  was  not  enter  d  well, 

For  that  I  was  fo,  can  my  fellowes  tell. 

And  therefore,  fith  I  came  no  wifer  thence, 

I  muft  confeffe  it  was  my  negligence. 

Yet  dayly  longing  to  behold  and  fee 

The  places  where  the  facred  Sifters  be  ; 

I  was  fo  happy,  to  that  Foard  I  came 

Which  of  the  labring  Oxe  doth  beare  the  name. 

It  is  a  Spring  of  knowledge,  that  imparts 

A  thoufand  feuerall  Sciences  and  Arts, 

A  pure  cleare  Fount,  whofe  water  is  by  ods 

Farre  fweeter  than  the  Neftar  of  the  Gods : 

Or  rather  (truly  to  entitle  it ) 

It  is  the  wholfome  nurcery  of  Wit. 

There  once  arriu'd  in  yeeres ;  and  knowledge  raw, 
I  fell  to  wondring  at  each  thing  I  faw  : 
And  for  my  learning  made  a  month  s  Vacation, 
In  noting  of  the  places  fituation, 
The  Palaces  and  Temples  that  were  due 
Vnto  the  wife  Mineruaes  hallowed  crew, 
Their  Cloyfters,  Walks,  and  Groues  :  all  which  furuei'd. 
And  in  my  new  admittance  well  apaid  ; 
I  did  (as  other  idle  Freflwien  doe) 
Long  to  goe  fee  the  Bell  of  Ofney  too  : 
And  yet  for  certainty  I  cannot  tell, 
That  er'e  I  dranke  at  Arijlotles  Well. 
And  that  perhaps  may  be  the  reafon  why 
I  know  fo  little  in  Philofophy. 

Yet 
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Yet  old  Sir  Harry  Bath  was  not  forgot, 
In  the  remembrance  of  whofe  wondrous  (hot 
The  Forreji  by  (Belieue  it  they  that  will) 
Was  nam'd  Shot-oner t  as  wee  call  it  ftill. 

But  hauing  this  experience,  and  withall, 
Atchieu'd  fome  cunning  at  the  Tennis-ball ; 
My  Tutor  (telling  me  I  was  not  fent 
To  haue  my  time,  there  vaine  and  idly  fpent) 
From  childifli  humors  gently  call'd  me  in, 
And  with  his  graue  instructions  did  begin 
To  teach  ;  and  by  his  good  perfwafions  fought 
To  bring  me  to  a  loue  of  what  he  taught. 

Then  after  that,  he  labour'd  to  impart, 
The  hidden  fecrets  of  the  Logick  Art ; 
In  ftead  of  Grammer  Rules  he  read  me  than, 
Old  Scotus,  Seton,  and  new  Keckerman. 
He  fhew'd  me  which  the  Prcedicabiles  be, 
As  G ernes,  Species,  and  the  other  three  : 
So  hauing  faid  enough  of  their  contents, 
Handles  in  order  th'ten  Pr&dicaments  ; 
Next  Poft prcedicamenta  with  P riorum, 
Perhermenias  and  Pofterionim. 
He  with  the  Topickcs  opens  ;  and  difcries 
Elenchi,  full  of  fubtile  fallacies  : 
Thefe,  to  vnfold  (indeed)  he  tooke  much  paine, 
But  to  my  dull  capacitie  in  vaine : 
For  all  he  fpake  was  to  as  little  paffe, 
As  in  old  time  vnto  the  vulgar  was 
The  Latine  Maffe,  which  (whether  bad  or  good,) 
The  poore  vnlearned  neuer  vnderftood  ; 

But 
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But  of  the  meaning  were  as  farre  to  feeke, 
As  Coriats  horfe  was  of  his  matters  Greeke, 
When  in  that  tongue  he  made  a  Speech  vnto  him, 
That  he  the  greatnes  of  his  ftrength  might  fhew  him. 
For  I  his  meaning  did  no  more  conjecture, 
Than  if  he  had  beene  reading  Hebreiv  Letture. 
His  Infinites,  Indiuiduities, 
Contraries,  and  Subcontrarieties, 
Diiiijions,  Subdiuijions ,  and  a  crew 
Of  tearms  and  words,  fuch  as  I  neuer  knew, 
My  mallow  vnderftanding  fo  confounded, 
That  I  was  grauell'd,  like  a  fhip  that's  grounded  ; 
And  in  defpaire  the  Myfterie  to  gaine, 
Neglecting  all,  tooke  neither  heed  nor  paine. 
Yea,  I  remain'd  in  that  amazed  plight, 
Till  Cynthia  fix  times  loft  her  borrowed  light  ; 
But,  then  afham'd  to  find  my  felfe  (till  mute, 
And  other  little  Dandiptats  difpute, 
That  could  diftinguifh  vpon  Rationale, 
Yet  fcarcely  heard  of  Verbum  Perfonale ; 
Or  could  by  heart  (like  Parots)  in  the  Schooles, 
Stand  pratling ;  thofe  (me  thought)  were  pretty  fooles. 
And  therefore  in  fome  hope  to  profit  fo, 
That  I  like  them  (at  leafl)  might  make  a  fliow ; 
I  reacht  my  Bookes  that  I  had  caft  about, 
To  fee  if  I  could  picke  his  meaning  out : 
And  prying  on  them  with  fome  diligence, 
At  length  I  felt  my  dull  intelligence 
Begin  to  open  ;  and  perceiued  more 
In  halfe  an  houre,  than  halfe  a  yeere  before. 

And 


32 


THE   OCCA  SION,    &c. 

And  (which  is  ftrange)  the  things  I  had  forgot, 

And  till  that  very  day  remembred  not, 

Since  firft  my  Tutor  read  them  ;  thofe  did  then 

Returne  into  my  memory  agen  : 

So  ;  that,  with  which  I  had  fo  much  to  doe, 

A  weeke  made  eafie,  yea,  and  pleafmg  too. 

And  then  ;  not  therewith  thorowly  content, 

I  practis'd  to  maintaine  an  Argument : 

And  hauing  waded  thorow  Sophiftrie, 

A  little  lookt  into  Philofophie, 

And  thinking  there  the  Ethicks  not  enough, 

I  had  a  further  longing  yet  to  know 

The  caufe  of  Snow,  Haile,  Thunder,  Froft  and  Raine, 

The  Lightenings,  Meteors,  and  what  here  'twere  vaine 

For  me  to  fpeake  of ;  fith  I  mail  but  mow-it, 

To  thofe  that  better  then  my  felfe  doe  know-it. 

Then  from  the  caufes  of  things  naturall 

I  went  to  matters  Metaphyficall : 

Of  which  when  I  a  little  newes  could  tell, 

I  (  with  the  reft  in  Schooles  to  wrangling  fell. 

And  ( as  example  taught  me )  to  difgrace  her, 

When  I  oppos'd  the  Truth,  I  could  out-face  her. 

But  now  enfues  the  worft.     I  getting  foot, 
And  thus  digefting  Learnings  bitter  Root : 
Was  ready  to  haue  reacht  the  fruit ;  and  thought 
I  mould  a  calling  in  that  place  haue  fought ; 
I  found,  that  I  for  other  ends  ordain'd, 
Was  from  that  courfe  perforce  to  be  conftrain'd. 
For,  Fortune  that  full  many  a  boone  hath  loft  me, 
Thus  in  the  reaping  my  contentment,  croft  me. 

C  You 
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You  fir  (quoth  fhe)  that  I  muft  make  my  flaue, 
For  whom  in  ftore  a  thoufand  plagues  I  haue, 
Come  home,  I  pray,  and  learne  to  hold  the  plough, 
For  you  haue  read  Philofophy  enough. 
If  wrangling  in  the  Schooles  be  fuch  a  fport, 
Goe  Fee  thofe  Ploy  dens  at  the  Innes  of  Court : 
For  (aske  your  parifh  neighbours  who  can  tell,) 
Thofe  fellowes  doe  maintaine  contention  well. 
For  art  in  numbers,  you  no  coyle  need  keepe. 
A  little  skill  fhall  ferue  to  tell  your  fheepe : 
Seeke  not  the  Starres  thy  euills  fhould  relate, 
Left  when  thou  know  them,  thou  grow  defperate  ; 
And  let  alone  Geometry  ('tis  vaine) 
He  find  you  worke  enough  to  marre  your  braine  ? 
Or  would  you  ftudy  Mufick  ;  elfe  'twere  pitty, 
And  yet  it  needs  not ;  you  lhall  finde,  He  fit  ye : 
He  teach  you  how  to  frame  a  fong,  and  will 
Prouide  you  cares  to  be  the  fubiect  ftill. 

This,  Fortune  or  my  Fate,  did  feeme  to  tell  me, 
And  fuch  a  chance,  indeed,  ere  long  befell  me. 
For  ere  my  yeares  would  fuffer  me  to  be 
Admitted  to  acquire  the  low'ft  degree  : 
By  Fates  appointment  (that  no  ftay  can  brooke) 
The  Paradife  of  England  I  forfooke, 
To  Art  and  Study  both,  I  bad  farewell, 
With  all  that  good  my  thoughts  did  once  fore-tell : 
The  fweeteft  of  my  hopes  I  left,  and  went 
Inqueft  of  Care,  Defpaire,  and  Difcontent. 
For,  feeing  I  was  forc't  to  leaue  thofe  Mountaines, 
Fine  groues,  faire  walks,  &  fweet  delightfull  Fountaines, 

And 
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And  faw  it  might  not  vnto  me  be  granted 

To  keepe  thofe  places  where  the  Mufcs  haunted, 

I  home  returned  fomewhat  difcontent, 

And  to  our  Bentworth  beechy  fhadowes  went, 

Bewailing  thefe  my  firft  endeauours  loft, 

And  fo  to  be  by  angry  Fortune  croft, 

Who,  though  fhe  daily  doth  much  mifchiefe  to  nice, 

Can  neuer  whilft  I  Hue  a  greater  doe  mee  ; 

Yet  there,  e're  fhe  on  me  procur'd  her  will, 

I  learn'd  enough  to  fcorne  at  Fortune  ftill : 

Yea,  vfe  had  made  her  enuy  feeme  fo  vaine, 

That  I  grew  almoft  proud  of  her  difdainc  : 

And  hauing  thorough  her  firft  malice  wornc, 

Began  to  take  a  pleafure  in  her  fcorne. 

But  after  I  returned  as  is  faid, 
And  had  a  feafon  in  the  Countrey  ftai'd, 
I  there  perceiu'd  (as  I  had  long  fufpected) 
My  felfe  of  fome  vniuftly  ill-affe<5ted  : 
And  that  eu'n  thofe  whom  I  had  truely  loued, 
Had  foes  vnto  my  good  vngently  proued, 
I  found  though  they  in  fhew  my  friends  had  been, 
(And  kept  their  hidden  malice  long  vnfeene, 
With  fuch  faire  fhowes  as  if  they  fought  my  good,) 
None  my  aduancement  with  more  fpight  withftood. 
For,  (feeming  kind)  they  often  did  perfwade 
My  friends,  to  learne  me  fome  Mechanick  Trade, 
Vrging  expence  (perhaps)  and  telling  how 
That  Learning  is  but  little  made  of  now  ; 
When  twas  through  malice,  caufe  they  fear'd  that  I 
Might  come  to  vnderftand  my  felfe  thereby, 

C  2  Exceed 


35 


8 
THE    OCCASION,    &c. 

Exceed  their  knowledge,  and  attaine  to  doe 
My  felfe  more  good,  than  they  would  wifh  me  to  : 
Some  fuch,  or  worfe,  at  beft  a  wicked  end, 
Thus  moou'd  this  felfe-conceited  crew  to  bend 
Their  fpitefull  heads,  by  fecret  meanes  to  croffe 
My  wifht  defire,  and  propagate  my  loffe. 

But  hauing  noted  this  their  hollowneffe, 
And  finding  that  meer  Country  bufmeffe 
Was  not  my  Calling  ;  to  auoyd  the  fpight, 
(Which  at  that  feafon  was  not  fhowne  out-right,) 
And  to  efcape  the  ouer-dangerous  fmiles, 
Of  thofe  new-found  vp-landifh  Crocodiles  ; 
Vpon  fome  hopes,  I  foone  forfooke  againe 
The  fhady  Groue,  and  fweet  delightfull  Plaine, 
To  fee  \hzplace  of  this  great  lies  refort, 
And  try,  if  either  there  or  at  the  Court. 
I  might  by  good  endeauour  action  finde, 
Agreeing  with  the  nature  of  my  minde. 

But  there  I  viewd  another  world,  me  thought ; 
And  little  hope  or  none  of  that  I  fought. 
I  faw  I  muft  (if  there  I  ought  would  doo  ) 
Firft  learne  new  fafhions,  and  new  language  too. 
If  I  fhould  hang'd  haue  beene,  I  knew  not  how 
To  teach  my  body  how  to  cringe  or  bow, 
Or  to  embrace  a  fellowes  hinder  quarters, 
As  if  I  meant  to  fteale  away  his  garters  ; 
When  any  ftoopt  to  me  with  conges  trim, 
All  I  could  doe  was  ftand  and  laugh  at  him. 
Bleffe  me,  thought  I,  what  will  this  Coxcomb  doo, 
When  I  perceiu'd  one  reaching  at  my  flioo. 

But 
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But  when  I  heard  him  fpeake,  why  I  was  fully 

Poffeft,  we  learn'd  but  barbarifme  in  Tully. 

There  was  nor  ftreet,  nor  lane,  but  had  a  Wench, 

That  at  once  coming  could  haue  learn'd  them  French. 

Grecians  had  little  there  to  doe  ( poore  foules, ) 

Vnleffe  to  talke  with  begger-men  in  Paiils. 

All  our  Schoole-Latine  would  not  ferue  to  draw 

An  Inftrument ;  adiudged  good  in  law  : 

Nay,  which  is  more,  they  would  haue  taught  me  faine, 

To  goe  new  learne  my  Englifh  tongue  againe ; 

As  if  there  had  beene  reafon  to  fufpe6l 

Our  ancient-vfed  HampJJiire  Dialect. 

There  I  perceiu'd  thofe  brutifh  thronging  fwarmes, 

That  were  transformed  by  lewd  Cyrces  charmes, 

There  heard  I  wanton  Syrens  tune  the  lay, 

That  worke  th'vnwary  trauellers  decay. 

The  cruell  Lycanthropi  walkt  in  fight, 

So  did  the  beaftly  loofe  Hermaphrodite. 

I  faw  Chimeras,  Furies,  fearefull  things, 

And  fiends,  whofe  toungs,  are  fuch  enuenom'd  ftings, 

As  plague  not  onely  bodies  that  haue  breath, 

But  make  a  wound,  that  oft  vncur'd  by  death, 

The  next  in  blood  doth  poyfon,  and  goes  nigh 

To  ruine  a  mans  pofteritie. 

There,  I  faw  Guls  that  haue  no  braine  at  all, 

And  certaine  Monfters  which  they  Gallants  call  ; 

New  broods  of  Centaures  that  were  onely  proud 

Of  hauing  their  beginning  from  a  Cloud. 

Thefe  with  a  thoufand  other  creatures  more, 
Such  as  I  neuer  faw  the  like  before, 

€3  In 
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In  ftranger  fhapes,  and  more  deform'd  and  vile, 
Than  euer  yet  appear'd  to  Mandiuile, 
Flockt  there  ;  that  I  almoft  to  doubt  began, 
How  I  had  paft  the  ftraights  of  Magalan, 
Or  gotten  on  the  fudden  ( with  fuch  eafe ) 
To  fee  the  wonders  at  fit  Antipodes. 

0  Lord,  thought  I,  what  doe  I  meane  to  runne, 
Out  of  Gods  blefjlng  thus,  into  the  Sunne  \ 
What  comfort  or  what  goodnes  heere  can  I 
Expect,  among  thefe  Anthropophagi, 

Where  like  the  droues  of  Neptune  in  the  water, 
The  leffe  are  made  a  prey  to  feed  the  greater ! 
Certaine  it  is,  I  neuer  fhall  be  able, 
To  make  my  humor  fuit  to  pleafe  this  rabble  ; 
Better  it  were  I  liu'd  at  home  with  wants, 
Then  heere  with  all  thefe  ftrange  inhabitants, 
Whofe  natures  doe  with  me  fo  difagree, 

1  fhall  fcoffe  at  them  though  they  ruine  me  : 
Yet  being  loth  to  turne  till  I  had  try'd, 
What  Fate  my  new  aduenture  would  betide, 
I  ftayd  for  my  experience ;  and  withall 
Flatterd  my  felfe,  -with  hope  there  would  befall, 
Something  vnto  my  fhare  well  worth  my  fute, 
Which  honeftie  might  ferue  to  execute, 
Without  refpecting  how  to  pleafe  the  rude, 
And  Apifh  humors  of  this  multitude. 

But  all  in  vaine  I  that  preferment  fought, 
111  Fortune  ftill  my  Hopes  confufion  wrought. 
Which  though  for  ominus  fome  vnderfbood, 
Yet  I  prefum'd  vpon  fome  future  good  ; 

And 


I  I 
THE    OCCA  SION,    &c. 

And  (though  I  fcarce  am  wifht  fo  well  of  fome ) 
Beleeue  there  is  a  happy  time  to  come : 
Which,  when  I  haue  moft  need  of  comfort,  fhall 
Send  me  true  Toy  to  make  amends  for  all. 
But  fay  it  be  not  whilft  I  draw  this  ayre, 
I  haue  a  heart  ( I  hope )  mail  ne'er  defpaire  ; 
Becaufe  there  is  a  God,  with  whom  I  truft 
My  Soule  mall  triumph  when  my  body's  duft. 
Yet  when  I  found  that  my  endeauours  ftill 
Fell  out  as  they  would  haue't  that  wifht  me  ill. 
And  when  I  faw  the  world  was  growne  fo  coy, 
To  curbe  me  as  too  young  then  to  imploy  : 
And  that  her  greatnes  thought  me  did  not  want  me, 
Or  found  no  calling  bad  enough  to  grant  me : 
(And  hauing  fcap't  fome  enuies,  which  to  touch, 
Vnto  this  purpofe  appertaines  not  much) 
Weighing  both  that  and  therewith  alfo  this  ; 
How  great  a  fhame  and  what  reproach  it  is 
To  be  ftill  idle  :  and  becaufe  I  fpy'd 
How  glad  they  would  be  that  my  ftate  enuy'd, 
To  finde  me  fo  ;  although  the  world  doth  fcorne 
T'allow  me  action,  as  if  I  were  borne 
Before  my  time  ;  yet  een  to  let  her  fee, 
In  fpight  of  Fortune  I'de  employed  bee  ; 
Cafting  Preferments  too  much  care  afide, 
And  leauing  that  to  God  that  can  prouide  ; 
The  actions  of  the  prefent  time  I  ey'd, 
And  all  her  fecret  villanies  difcry'd  : 
I  ftript  Abufe  from  all  her  colours  quite, 
And  laid  her  vgly  face  to  open  fight. 

C4  ' 
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I  labour'd  to  obferue  her  wayes,  and  then 
In  generall  the  ftate  and  tricks  of  men. 
Wherein  although  my  labour  were  not  feene. 
Yet  ( truft  me  )  the  difcouery  hath  beene 
My  great  content :  and  I  haue  for  my  paine, 
Although  no  outward  yet  an  inward  gaine. 
In  which  becaufe  I  can  with  all  my  heart, 
Allow  my  Country-men  to  mare  a  part, 
And  caufe  I  thinke  it  may  doe  fome  a  pleafure, 
On  opportunity  He  now  take  feifure, 
And  fummon  vp  my  Mufe  to  make  relation  ; 
I  may  b'imployd  ere  long,  now's  my  Vacation. 
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COme  then  Inuention,  and  call  Judgement  in, 
Knowledge  and  Rcafou  fie  where  haue  you  bin  ? 
Goe  whiftle  of  my  Mufe  that  wanton  playes, 
With  Epigrams,  Lone-Sonets,  Roundelay  es, 
And  fuch  like  trifling-  gaine  ;  Bid  her  come  on, 
I  haue  found  brauer  prey  to  feife  vpon. 
Some  new  infpired  power  warmes  my  hart, 
And  adds  frefh  courage  vnto  euery  part : 
New  bloud  hath  fild  vp  all  my  Louc-dride  vcines, 
A  facred  Fury  hath  poffeft  my  braines  : 
Something  there  is  fwels  in  my  troubled  breft, 
Till  it  be  vtter'd  I  expect  no  reft ; 
For  full  with  matter  like  a  Sibyl  Nun, 
I  fhall  grow  furious  if't  be  long  vndone. 

Then  roufe  thee  Mufe,  each  little  Hobby  plyos, 
At  Scarabcs,  and  painted  Butterflies : 
Leaue  thou  fuch  trafh,  it  is  not  now  for  vs 
To  fly  for  pleafure  ;  weel  in  earneft  truffe. 
Leaue  bafe  attempts  to  buzzards  or  the  kite, 
And  check  the  brauest  in  their  proudeft  flight. 

But  thou  me  thinks  feem'ft  fickly  feathered, 
As  if  thy  fprightly  heart,  extinguifhed, 
Had  left  thee  nothing  of  the  fame  thou  wert, 
Dejection  hath  poffeffed  cucry  part. 
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And  thou  look'ft  dull ;  vnfit  for  lofty  things, 

As  if  thy  wanton  flight  had  tird  thy  wings. 

Left  therefore  thou  fhould'ft  faint,  forfake  the  firft, 

And  turne  thy  felfe  into  a  Satyrift ; 

Not  of  the  rougheft,  nor  the  mildeft  fort : 

Be  moft  in  earneft,  but  fometimes  in  fport. 

What  e're  thou  finde  to  fpeake  be  not  afraid, 

But  for  affiftance  craue  th' Almighties  ayd  : 

And  to  that  grace  and  power  which  he  fhall  daigne, 

Adde  all  thy  beft  endeauours  to  attaine 

So  thriuing  an  euent,  that  men  may  fee, 

Heau'n  had  decreed  to  helpe  and  fauour  thee. 

Looke  to  thy  taske  :  for  know  thou  muft  vnfold 

The  ftrangeft  Nature  that  was  euer  told  : 

Lanch  that  foule  deepe  impoftumated  fore  : 

Which  fhameleffe  time  hath  fo  well  skinned  ore. 

As  ripping  vp  thereof  fome  fmart  will  be  : 

Yet  fbrike  it  home,  and  none  fhall  hinder  thee  ; 

Search  if  thou  canft,  till  thou  the  bottom  found, 

Yet  not  too  farre  left  thou  thy  felfe  confound, 

And  (by  too  neere  inquirie)  fmothered  ly, 

In  the  vnfathom'd  depths  of  villany  ; 

For  (doe  not  mif-conceiue  what  I  intend ) 

No  meffage  to  titi Antipodes  I  fend  : 

Nor  haue  I  any  meaning  thou  fhould'ft  goe 

To  fearch  th'Earths  center  what  lies  hid  belowe, 

Or  vndermine  it  for  rich  Minerals  : 

Thou  fhalt  not  haue  to  doe  with  Vegetals. 

Strange  natures  haue  both  fanes,  trees,  herbs,  &  plants, 

Which  let  them  feeke  for,  that  employment  wants. 

There 
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There  is  an  Herb  fome  fay,  whofe  vertue's  fuch, 
It  in  the  pafture  onely  with  a  touch 
Vnfhooes  the  new-fhod  fteed.     Within  the  North 
The  Scottifh  lies  cald  Orcades  bring  forth 
Trees,  (or  elfe  Writers  faine  it )  from  whofe  feeds, 
A  certaine  kinde  of  water-foule  proceeds. 
The  Loadftone  alfo  drawes  the  fteele  vnto  it, 
Yet  hath  no  ginne  nor  inflrument  to  doe  it : 
Rare  powers  in  Nature  ;  and  yet  none  of  thefe, 
Nor  what  lies  hidden  in  the  vaft  wide  Seas, 
Meane  I  to  fpeake  of:  I  no  knowledge  haue, 
What  monfters  play  with  Ncptuncs  boyflrous  waues  : 
Nor  qualitie  of  Birds,  or  Beafts  I  found, 
For  foone  their  open  natures  may  be  found  : 
Mans  wifedome  may,  with  little  inquifition, 
Finde  out  the  brutifh  creatures  true  condition. 
For  by  experience  we  for  certaine  know 
The  Elephant  much  loue  to  Man  will  fhow. 
The  Tygers,  Wolues,  and  Lyons,  we  doe  finde, 
Are  rauenous,  fierce,  and  cruell  euen  by  kinde. 
We  know  at  carryon  we  mall  finde  the  Crowes, 
And  that  the  Cock  the  time  of  midnight  knowes  : 
By  a  few  dayes  experience  we  may  fee, 
Whether  the  Maftife  curft  or  gentle  be. 
And  many  other  natures  we  finde  out, 
Of  which  we  haue  no  caufe  at  all  to  doubt : 
But  ther's  another  Creature  called  Man, 
Note  him  who  will,  and  tell  me  if  he  can, 
What  his  condition  is  ;  obferue  his  deeds, 
His  fpeech,  his  rayment,  yea  and  how  he  feeds, 

Try 
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Try  him  a  month,  a  yeare,  an  age,  and  when 

You  haue  fo  try'd  him ;  fay,  what  is  he  then  ? 

Retaines  he  either  vnto  Prczfter  lokn, 

Or  elfe  vnto  the  Whore  of  Babylon  ? 

If  that  you  know  not  which  of  them  to  grant, 

Is  he  a  Brownift  or  a  Proteftant  f 

If  in  an  age  you  cannot  finde  out  whether, 

Are  you  fo  much  as  fure  that  he  is  either  f 

Is  his  heart  proud  or  humble  ?  know  you  where 

Or  when  he  hates,  or  loues,  or  ftands  in  feare  ? 

Or  who  can  fay  ( in  Confcience  I  thinke  none ) 

That  this  mans  words,  &  deeds,  and  thoughts  are  one  ? 

Where  fhall  you  him  fo  well  refolued  find, 

That  wants  a  wandering  and  a  wauering  mind  ? 

Nay  he  of  whom  you  haue  moft  triall,  when 

You  fee  him  dying,  will  you  truft  him  then  ? 

Perhaps  you  may  ;  yet  queftionleffe  he  leaues  you 

A  mind  mifdoubting  ftill  that  he  deceiues  you. 

And  no  great  v/onder  ;  for  hee's  fuch  an  elfe, 

That  euer  is  vncertaine  of  himfelfe, 

He  is  notfemper  idem  in  his  will, 

Nor  ftands  on  this  or  that  opinion  ftill, 

But  varies  ;  he  both  will  and  will  not  too, 

Yea  euen  the  thing  he  thinks  and  fweares  to  doo 

He  many  times  omits  ;  and  not  alone 

Hath  from  anothers  expectation  gone, 

But  leaft  to  any  one  he  fhould  proue  iuft, 

Himfelfe  he  guiles  if  in  himfelfe  he  truft. 

But  this  fame  diuerfe  and  inconftant  creature, 
That  is  fo  contrary  in  his  owne  nature, 

Tis 
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'Tis  he  that  now  my  Mufe  muft  here  deuife, 

Whilft  he  is  liuing  to  Anatomize ; 

'Tis  his  Abufme  and  ill-taught  condition 

( Although  it  be  beyond  all  definition,) 

She  muft  difcouer,  with  the  boundleffe  rage, 

Of  the  vnbrideled  humours  of  this  age. 

Yet  tis  a  mighty  taske,  whofe  vndertaking, 

Would  make  all  Argus  eyes  forget  their  waking  : 

And  I  do  feare  I  may  attempt  as  well, 

To  dragge  againe  to  light  the  Dogge  of  hell. 

For  all  Alcidcs  toyles  had  not  beene  more, 

Though  his  tiuice-Jixe  had  been  twice-fixty-fcore. 

So  infinite  is  this  I  mufb  vnfold  ; 

That  might  I  write  and  fpeake  till  I  were  old, 

I  know  that  I  fhould  leaue  vnfpoken  than, 

Mod  of  thofe  humours  I  haue  feene  in  Man  ; 

And  ftill  confeffe  in  him  there  hidden  be 

Thoufands  of  humors  more  than  I  can  fee, 

Somewhat  he  hath  to  doe  would  trace  him  out 

In  euery  action  that  he  goes  about : 

Or  but  looke  after  him  and  fee  the  path 

He  treades,  what  contrarities  it  hath. 

To  find  him  by  his  words  were  to  affay, 

To  feeke  a  fifh  out  by  his  watry  way  ; 

Or  chafe  the  Swallow  to  her  home  at  night, 

Through  all  the  pathleffe  windings  in  her  flight, 

But  to  obferue  him  in  his  thoughts  were  more 

Than  all  the  labours  mentioned  before. 

The  neuer  ending  winding  turning  way, 

That  the  vnbounded  minde  of  man  doth  ftray, 

So 
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So  full  of  wonder  is,  that  admiration 

Hath  nigh  confounded  my  imagination 

With  too  much  mufmg  therevpon  :  but  yet 

Sith  eyther  want  of  yeeres,  or  want  of  wit, 

Or  lacke  of  worke,  or  lacke  of  all,  hath  brought  me 

To  be  more  heedfull  than  a  number  thought  me  ; 

Sith  it  fome  time  and  ftudy  too  hath  coft  me, 

And  many  a  humour  of  mine  owne  hath  loft  me ; 

Sith  it  hurts  none,  and  fith  perhaps  fome  may 

Be  benefited  by't  another  day  : 

Though  as  I  faid,  the  taske  be  not  alone, 

Too  huge  to  be  perform'd  by  any  one, 

But  more  then  all  the  world  can  well  difpatch  ; 

Looke  what  I  could  by  obferuation  catch, 

And  my  weake  memory  well  bare  away, 

I  regiftred  againft  another  day  : 

Nor  will  I  ought  that  I  remember  fpare, 

Saue  things  vnfit,  and  fuch  as  needleffe  are ; 

Here  I  will  teach  my  rough  Satyricke  Rimes 

To  be  as  madde  and  idle  as  the  times : 

Freely  I  will  difcouer  what  I  fpy, 

And  in  defpight  of  curiofitie, 

Maske  in  a  homely  phrafe  as  fimply  plaine, 

As  other  men  are  myftically  vaine  ; 

He  breake  the  Cloffet  of  mans  priuate  fin, 

Search  out  the  villanies  conceald  therein  ; 

And  if  their  fight  may  not  infectious  be, 

Draw  them  to  view  in  fpight  of  fecrecie ; 

Greatneffe  and  Cuftome  fhall  not  haue  their  will 

Without  controule  fo  to  Authorife  ill, 

That 


46 


AN  I NTRODVCTION. 

That  though  much  be  amiffe,  yet  no  man  dare 

Seeme  to  take  notice  that  offences  are. 

Weele  brand  them,  and  fo  brand  them  all  fhall  fee, 

Wee  durft  not  onely  fay  fuch  faults  there  be  ; 

But  ftartle  thofe  who  had  fecurely  long 

Slept  fenfleffe  of  all  fhame  and  others  wrong. 

None  will  I  fpare,  for  fauour  or  degree  ; 

My  verfe  like  death  fhall  fo  impartiall  be, 

If  that  my  father  or  my  brother  halt, 

Though  I  fpare  them,  I  will  not  fpare  their  fault : 

No  ;  mine  owne  follies  that  are  moft  belou'd, 

Shall  not  efcape  their  cenfure  vnrcprou'd, 

Now  fome  will  fay,  fit  'twere  I  held  my  tongue, 
For  fuch  a  taske  as  this  I  am  too  young  : 
I  ne'r  had  dealings  in  the  world  with  men, 
How  can  I  fpeake  of  their  conditions  then  ? 
I  cannot,  they  conclude  :  Strong  reafon  :  why, 
Know  none  how  Market  goes  but  fuch  as  buy  ? 
We  finde  that  it  is  oft  and  daily  feene, 
When  a  deceitfull  fhifting  knaue  hath  beene 
Playing  at  Cards  with  fome  vnskilfull  gull 
Whofe  purfe  is  lin'd  with  crownes  and  penny-full, 
He  by  fome  nimble  paffage  may  deceiue, 
Which  though  the  fimple  Gamfter  ne'er  perceiue 
Another  may  the  Cheaters  craft  efpie 
That  is  no  player,  but  a  ftander  by. 
So,  I  aloofe  may  view  without  fufpition, 
Mens  idle  humors,  and  their  weake  condition, 
Plainer  perhaps,  then  many  that  haue  feene 
More  dayes,  and  on  Earths  ftage  haue  Actors  beene. 

And 
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And  tis  no  maruell :  for  imployments  takes  them 
Quite  from  themfelues,  &  fo  dim-fighted  makes  them 
They  cannot  fee  the  fooleries  they  doe, 
Nor  what  ill  Pajfions  they  are  fubiect  to  : 
Then  who  e're  carpe,  the  courfe  I  haue  begun, 
If  God  affift  me,  fpight  of  them  He  run  : 
And  leaft  \tiExordium  hath  too  tedious  bin, 
What  I  intended  loe  I  now  begin. 
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MOunted  aloft  on  Contemplations  wings, 
And  noting  with  my  fclfc  the  ftate  of  things, 
I  plaincly  did  percciue,  as  on  a  Stage, 
The  confus'd  actions  of  this  prefent  age  ; 
I  view'd  the  World,  and  viewing  faw  my  fill, 
Bccaufe  that  all  I  faw  therein  was  ill. 
I  weigh'd  it  well,  and  found  it  was  the  Suene 
Of  Villanie,  of  Lujl,  and  all  vncleane 
And  loath'd  Corruption.     Seeing  which,  my  Mind, 
(That  by  fome  in/miration  gan  to  find 
The  place  was  not  in  fault  for  this)  fearch't  on, 
To  finde  the  caufe  of  this  Confufion. 
And  noting  euery  Creature  there,  I  found 
That  onely  Man  was  the  d&izfefpring  and  ground 
Of  all  this  vproare :  Yea,  I  foone  did  fee, 
Hec  there  was  all  in  all,  and  none  but  Hee. 

Then  hauing  alfo  a  defire  to  know 
Mans  true  condition  ;  I  began  to  grow 
Yet  more  inquifitiue.     An  old  Record 
At  laft  I  hapt  vpon,  which  did  afford 
Much  facred  light.     It  fhew'd,  Hce  was  a  Creature, 
Firjl  made  by  God ;  injl  and  vprigJit  by  nature. 
That  in  his  likeneffe  franid  he  was  compounded 
Of  Soule  and  Body :   That,  this  lafl,  was  founded 
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Of  earth:   The  fir  ft,  infusd  by  inspiration. 
A  nd  that,  the  finall  caufe  of  his  creation, 
Was  to  fet  forth  the  glory  of  his  Maker  \ 
And  with  him,  to  be  made  a  ioynt-partaker 
Ofendlejfe  happineffe.     Growne  much  amaz'd 
To  read  this  of  him,  for  a  time  I  paus'd. 
And  finding  now  in  man  no  marke  or  figne 
That  ere  he  was  a  Creature  fo  diuine ; 
I  knew  not  what  to  thinke,  vnleffe  the  fame 
Should  meane  fome  other  Creature  of  that  name  .* 
But  prying  further  on,  I  there  found  out 
The  refolution  of  my  prefent  doubt : 
I  faw  the  caufe  of's  Fall :  How  with  Free-will 
He  fell  from  his  firjl goodneffe  vnto  ill: 
I  faw  how  he  from  happineffe  did  Hide  ; 
Through  difobedience  and  vnthankfull  pride  : 
Yea,  and  I  found,  how  by  that  curfed  Fall 
He  was  bereaued  and  quite  fcript  of  all 
That  fo  adorn'd  him.     Wisfirjt  holineffe 
Was  chang'd  to  a  corrupted  filthineffe, 
Then  he  began  to  draw  a  painefull  breath, 
And  was  &Jlaue,  made  captiue  vnto  Death  : 
His  body  was  expos'd  to  labour,  fweat, 
And  much  difquieting  :  He  got  his  meat 
With  forrow,  care,  and  many  perturbations, 
And  then  his  foule  grew  fubiect  vnto  Pajfions 
And  ftrange  diftemperatures.     Moreouer,  he 
So  perfect  miferable  grew  to  be, 
That  if  he  had  not  a  Re-generation, 
Nothing  was  left  him  but  meere  defperation. 

This 
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This,  hauing  feene,  I  made  no  queftion  than, 
But  it  was  fpoken  of  that  Creature  MAN, 
Which  I  fought  after.     Searching  further  yet, 
On  fome  Apocriphall  Records  I  hit, 
The  workes  of  wife  Philofophers  ;  from  whence 
I  yet  receiued  more  intelligence 
Concerning  him :  for  there  they  doe  vnfold 
Each  part  about  his  body,  and  haue  told 
Secrets  of  Nature  very  rare  to  finde. 
They  haue  confidered  alfo  of  the  Minde  ; 
The  Vnderftanding  part :  and  doe  relate 
The  nature  of  his  Soule,  and  her  eftate. 
Deepe  Myfleries  they  be  :  but  feeing,  I 
Haue  neuer  fearchcd  that  Philofophy, 
So  farre  as  thofe  :  And  fith,  I  fhall  but  tell 
Such  things,  as  no  men  can  explaine  fo  well 
As  they  themfelues  :  I  leaue  you  to  their  bookes. 
In  which  who  ere  with  good  aduifement  looks, 
Shall  find  it  largely  handled.     As  for  me, 
I  meane  to  fpeake  but  what  I  know,  and  fee 
By  try'd  experience  ;  which  perhaps  may  giue 
( Although  I  haue  but  now  begun  to  Hue  ) 
Some  profitable  notes.     Firft,  I  auow 
What  euer  Man  hath  been  ;  that,  he  is  now 
A  Rcafonable  lining  Creature :  who, 
ConJiftetJi  of  a  Soule  and  Body  too. 
His  Body  flcJJi  and  blood,  to  Jinne  fubicfted, 
And  from  Ids  very  birth  therewith  infected 
Crowes  riper  in  vncleanneffe.     TJicn  his  Sotde, 
A  pure  and  lofting  fubftance,  is  made  foule 

D  2  Through 
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Through  tJi  others  filthineffe :  and  much  fupprejl 

By  diners  hurtfull  pajfions,  which  nwleft 

And  hinder  her  proceedings,  yea,  hee's  this  ; 

A  Creature  that  exceeding  wretched  is  : 

And  that  he  may  be  fure  no  fault  to  want, 

Vaine,  Fickle,  Weake,  and  wondrous  Arrogant. 

And  though  his  nature  heretofore  were  pure  ; 

Now  nothing  is  more  fading  or  vnfure. 

But  He  omit  at  this  time  to  relate 

The  courfes  I'ue  obferu'd  in's  outward  ftate  ; 

For  though  the  body  that  before  the  Fall 

Suftain'd  no  forrow,  were  it  ne'er  fo  fmall, 

Doth  now  feele  hunger,  with  heat,  thirft,  and  cold, 

A  feeble  birth,  defects  in  being  old, 

With  thoufands  more  ;  and  though  each  gafpe  of  breath, 

In  mifery  he  draw  vntill  his  death : 

Yet  all  this  outward  change  which  I  doe  find, 

Is  nothing  when  I  doe  behold  the  mind. 

For,  there  inordinate  and  brutifh  Paffion, 

Keepes  Vmpire  ;  and  hath  got  predomination. 

Full  many  a  penfiue  thought,  doth  now  moleft, 

His  troubled  mind,  whofe  confcience  flept  in  reft. 

His  befl  contents  but  difcontentments  are : 

His  chiefe  of  pleafures  are  fo  mixt  with  care, 

And  with  fo  little  Comfort  he  obtar  es  them  ; 

Or  with  fuch  fmart,  and  danger,  he  retaines  them  ; 

Or  with  fuch  feare  of  loofmg  them,  enioyes  them  ; 

That  thofe  diftaftings,  in  the  tafbe,  deftroyes  them. 

Amongft  his  owne  defires  doe  hourely  rife 
So  many  wondrous  Contrarieties, 

And 
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And  vaine  repentings  of  what's  done  before  ; 

As  all  his  good,  makes  but  his  ill  the  more. 

This  day  hee's  cheerefull,  and  to  morrow  fad  ; 

E'ne  from  the  fame  occafion  made  him  glad. 

The  Minde  which  fometime  harbor'd  fo  much  good, 

That  euill  but  in  name,  was  vnderftood  ; 

Knowes  ///  fo  well,  as  of  that  good  bereft, 

The  name  of  goodneffc  now,  is  fcarcely  left. 

And  vnto  me  a  wonder  'tis  become 

To  fee,  what  glories,  man  is  fallen  from. 

The  beffc  are  bad,  yet  I  obferued  ftill, 

There  are  degrees  amongft  men  in  their  ill. 

The  bafefl  creatures  that  here  breathe  on  earth, 

(Inheriting  corruption  by  their  birth J 

In  the  condition  of  their  life,  are  farre 

Leffe  different  from  what  the  worft  men  are, 

Then  they  are  from  the  befb.     Perhaps  the  fhapcs 

( Vnleffe  it  be  fome  ftrange  difguifed  Apes) 

Remaine  alike  :  but,  their  poore  foules  are  quite 

Exchang'd  to  that  which  we  call  Appetite. 

For,  who  can  name  of  reafonable  giue, 

To  what  is  made  but  meerely  fenfitiue  ? 

It  was  a  throne  where  vertue  ruling  fate, 

loyntly  with  Reafon  her  beloued  mate  : 

And  they  too,  vnder  fweet  obedience,  than, 

Kept  that  faire  place,  th'vnblemifht  lie  of  Man  : 

But  fith  with  Good  we  learn'd  to  know  the  ///, 

In  fteed  of  Rcafou,  we  haue  fet  vp  Will. 

The  minde,  is  nothing  but  a  mint  of  iarres, 
Or  little  world  of  mad  domeftique  warres  : 

D  3  Vertue's 
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Vertues  depos'd  thence,  and  Vice  rule  obtaines  ; 
Yea  Vice  from  Vice  there  by  fucceffion  raignes  : 
Expelling  thofe  whom  Vertues  prefence  graceth, 
And  in  their  fleads  thefe  hurtfull  Monfters  placeth  ; 
Fond  Loue,  and  Luft,  Ambition,  Emnitie, 
Foolifh  Compajfion,  loy  and  lealoufie, 
Feare,  Hope,  Defpaire,  and  Sadneffe,  with  the  Vice 
Call'd  Hate ;  Reuenge,  and  greedy  A  uarice, 
Ckoler,  and  Cruelty :  which  I  perceiu'd 
To  be  the  onely  caufes  Man's  bereau'd 
Of  quietneffe  and  reft.     Yea,  thefe  I  found 
To  be  the  principall  and  onely  ground 
Of  all  pernicious  mifchiefes  that  now  rage, 
Or  haue  disturbed  him  in  any  age. 
Thefe  lofmg  Reafon,  their  true  Prince,  began 
To  breed  difturbance  in  the  heart  of  Man. 
Each  laid  a  feuerall  claime  (forfooth)  and  he 
Would  be  the  Monarch  in  this  Emperie. 
Ruine  had  got  the  vpper  hand,  and  they 
Would  be  Commanders,  that  were  made  t'obey. 

Loue,  fwhen  as  Reafon  rul'dj  you  would  haue  thought, 
Would  neuer  haue  been  forc't  or  drawne  to  naught. 
When  God,  the  Chaos  did  diuide  ;  then  he 
Set  it  to  looke  things  fhould  not  difagree ; 
And  taught  it  fweetly  how  to  moue  the  minde, 
Both  for  increafing  and  preferuing  kinde. 
But  now,  the  bound  it  had,  contenteth  not ; 
A  veine  of  Dominiering  it  hath  got. 
And  the  whole  Man  is  held  in  flauery, 
Within  the  compaffe  of  that  Tyranny. 

Such 
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Such  apifhneffe  it  now  hath  entertain'd, 
That  all  the  credit  which  it  had  is  ftain'd. 
Yea,  'tis  as  farre  from  what  it  was  ;  as  we 
From  our  more  honor'd  Ancient  Englifh  be. 
And  fo  vnlike  vnto  it  felfe  doth  proue ; 
We  fcarce  dare  giue  it  now  the  name  of  Loue. 

Ambition  ;  that  erft  gently  mou'd  Defire 
To  nought  elfe  but  to  good  things  to  afpire ; 
Now  muft  be  Lord  of  Mif-rule,  and  will  force, 
The  Minde  beyond  her  bound,  from  bad  to  worfe. 

Rciicngc  doth  claime  a  Princedome,  and  will  be 
The  fole  Commander  in  this  Scignorie. 
That  cruell  Ruffian,  that  in  vaine  doth  ftriue, 
His  Off-fpring  from  true  Valour  to  dcriue. 

Dcfpaire  and  Fearc  (two  Rake-hels  more)  that  Man 
Had  neuer  knowledge  of,  till  Sinne  began  ; 
With  mighty  troopes  of  terrors,  play  their  part, 
To  ouerthrow  th'weake  fortreffe  of  the  hart. 
Yea  euery  PaJJion  ftriues  that  onely  he, 
Might  Ruler  in  that  Microcofmos  be. 

Eu'n  Hope,  fthat,  when  this  difcord  firft  fell  out, 
Was  fent  to  keepe  Dcfpaires  rude  forces  out, 
And  be  a  comfort  to  this  troubled  ftate,) 
Becomes  an  A6lor  in  this  foule  debate. 
And,  when  fhe  had  got  footing  in  his  breft, 
Vnder  the  colour  of  procuring  reft, 
Built  Caftles  in  the  ayre  ;  from  whence  did  grow, 
Another  meanes  of  Reafons  ouerthrow  : 
Yea,  Cholcr,  lealoujle,  black  Enuy,  Hate, 
And  bloudy  Cruelty  aym'd  at  this  ftate. 

D  4  loy, 
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Toy,  (^though  faire  fhew  it  made  of  difcontent ,) 

And  kind  Compafjion  (though  flie  weeping  went,,) 

Made  priuate  meanes  to  fway  all  to  their  wils, 

Without  the  leaft  care  of  enfuing  ills. 

That  by  their  difcord  (I  perceiue)  began 

All  whatfoeuer  is  amiffe  in  Man. 

And  therefore  I  doe  heere  intend  to  fhow, 

Ere  I  goe  farther,  what  ill  humors  flow 

From  thefe  fore-named  :  and  I  will  declare, 

To  what  A  bufes  moft  men  fubiect  are, 

Through  euery  of  them :  for,  when  I  tooke  view, 

Although  I  faw  not  all,  I  found  a  few. 

And  heere  becaufe  I  will  not  order  breake, 

I  will  afunder  of  each  Pajfion  fpeake. 


OF 
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OF   THE   PASSION 

of  Louc. 

SATYR,    i . 

FIrft  Lone\  the  fame  I  heere  the  firfl  doe  call, 
Becaufe  that  Pajfion  is  mod  Naturall ; 
And  of  it  felfe  could  not  be  difcornmended, 
Wer't  not  with  many  a  foule  Abufe  attended, 
Or  fo  much  out  of  meafure,  as  we  fee 
By  thofe  in  whom  it  raignes  it  oft  will  bee. 
For,  looke  where't  growes  into  extreamitie, 
It  foone  becommeth  Verities  LctJiargie ; 
Makes  them  fet  light  by  Rcafons  found  direction, 
And  beares  them  headlong  by  vntam'd  affection. 
CeunfelFs  in  vaine ;  caufe  when  this  fit  doth  take  them, 
Reafon  and  Vnderftanding  both  forfake  them ; 
It  makes  them  fometimes  merry,  fometimes  fad ; 
Vntam'd  men  milde,  and  many  a  milde  man  mad. 
To  fooles  it  wifedome  giues,  and  makes  the  witty 
To  mew  themfelues  moil  fooles  (the  more's  the  pitty.) 

Some 
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Some  it  makes  purblind,  that  they  doe  not  know 
The  Snow-white  Cygnet  from  the  cole-black  Crow. 
And  one  to  gold  compares  his  Miftris  haire ; 
When  'tis  like  Fox-fur ;  and  doth  think  fhee's  faire, 
Though  fhe  in  beauty  be  not  far  before, 
The  fwart  Weft-Indian,  or  the  tawny  Moore. 

Oh  thofe  faire  ftarre-like  eyes  of  thine  !  one  fayes, 
When  to  my  thinking,  fhe  hath  look't  nine  waies  ; 
And  tJiatfweet  breath  ;  when  I  thinke  (  out  vpon't ) 
Twould  blafh  a  flower  if  fhe  breathed  on't. 

Another,  hauing  got  a  dainty  peece, 
(Prouder  then  lafon  with  his  golden  Fleece ) 
Commends  her  vertues  (that  muft  needs  haue  many, 
Becaufe  fhe  neuer  maketh  vfe  of  any;) 
Yea,  fweares  fhee's  chafte,  and  takes  her  for  no  leffe, 
When  all  that  know  her,  know  her  fickleneffe. 

Another  groweth  careleffe  of  his  health, 
Neglects  his  credit,  and  confumes  his  wealth ; 
Hath  found  a  pretty  Peat,  procur'd  her  fauour, 
And  fweares  that  he,  in  fpight  of  all,  will  haue  her. 
Well,  let  him  take  her,  fith  they  are  contented, 
But  fuch  rafh-matches  are  the  foon'fb  repented. 

Then  there  is  one  who  hauing  found  a  peere 
In  all  things  worthy  to  be  counted  deere, 
Wanting  both  Art  and  heart  his  minde  to  breake, 
Sits  fighing  ( Woe  is  me)  and  will  not  fpeake. 
All  company  he  hates,  is  oft  alone, 
Growes  melancholy,  weepes,  refpe6leth  none, 
And  in  defpaire  feekes  out  a  way  to  dye, 
When  he  might  Hue  and  finde  a  remedy. 

But 
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But  how  now;  Waft  not  you  (fayes  one)  that  late 
So  humbly  begg'd  a  Boone  at  Beauties  gate  ? 
Was  it  not  you  that  to  a  female  Saint 
Indited  your  PJiilaretes  complaint, 
With  many  dolefull  Sonnets?  was't  not  you? 
Sure  twas,  faies  hee:  but  then  how  comes  it  now 
You  carp  at  Lone  thus  in  a  Satyr's  vaine? 
Take  heede  you  fall  not  in  t'her  hands  againe: 
Sure  if  you  doe,  you  fhall  in  open  Court, 
Be  forc't  to  fing  a  Palinodia  for't. 

What?  are  your  braines  dry,  or  your  blood  grown  cold/ 
Or  are  you  on  a  fudden  waxen  old, 
To  flout  at  Loue,  which  men  of  greateft  wit 
Allow  in  youth  as  naturall  and  fit? 
What  reafon  haue  you  for't  elfe?  what  pretence 
Haue  you  to  make  excufe  for  this  offence ? 

To  him  I  anfwer;  That  indeed,  euen  I 
Was  lately  fubiect  to  this  malady : 
Lik't  what  I  now  diflike ;  employd  good  times 
In  the  compofing  of  fuch  idle  Rimes 
As  are  obiected :  From  my  heart  I  fent 
Full  many  a  heauy  figh,  and  fometimes  fpent 
Vnmanly  teares.     I  thought,  I  muft  confeffe, 
If  fhe  I  lou'd  had  fmil'd,  no  happineffe 
Might  equalize  it,  and  her  frowne  much  worfe 
( O  God  forgiue  me ! )  then  the  Churches  curfe. 

I  did  (as  fome  doe)  not  much  matter  make 
To  hazard  foule  and  body  for  her  fake. 
Hauing  no  hope,  fometime  I  did  defpaire, 
Sometime  ( too  much )  build  Caftles  in  the  aire : 
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In  many  a  foolifh.  humour  I  haue  beene 

As  well  as  others.     Looke  where  I  haue  feene 

Her  (whom  I  lou'd)  to  walke,  when  fhe  was  gone, 

Thither  I  often  haue  repair'd  alone; 

As  if  I  thought  the  places  did  containe 

Some  poore  contentment  (Oh  exceeding  vaine ! ) 

Yet,  what  if  I  haue  been  thus  idly  bent, 
Shall  I  be  now  afhamed  to  repent  ? 
Moreouer,  I  was  in  my  Childhood  than, 
And  am  fcarce  yet  reputed  for  a  Man ; 
And  therefore  neither  cold,  nor  old,  nor  dry, 
Nor  cloy'd  with  any  foule  difeafe  am  I, 
Whereby  the  ftrength  of  nature  is  declin'd: 
'Tis  no  fuch  caufe  that  made  me  change  my  mind : 
But  my  Affection,  that  before  was  blinde, 
Ram  and  vnruly,  now  begins  to  finde 
That  it  had  runne  a  large  and  fruitleffe  race, 
And  thereupon  hath  giuen  Reafon  place. 
So  that  by  Reafon,  what  no  Reafon  might 
Perfwade  me  from  before,  I  haue  out-right 
luftly  forfaken ;  for  becaufe  I  fee 
'Twas  vaine,  abfurd,  and  nought  but  foolery. 
Yet  for  all  this,  looke  where  I  lou'd  of  late, 
I  haue  not  turn'd  it  in  a  fpleene"  to  hate ; 
No ;  for  'twas  firft  her  Vertue  and  her  Wit 
Taught  me  to  fee  how  much  I  wanted  it. 
Then  as  for  Loue  I  doe  allow  it  ftill, 
I  neuer  did  diflik't,  nor  neuer  will  ; 
So  it  be  Vertuous,  and  contain'd  within 
The  bounds  of  Reafon :  but  when't  will  begin 
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To  runne  at  random,  and  her  limits  breake, 
I  muft,  becaufe  I  cannot  chufe  but  fpeake. 

But  I  forget  my  felfe :  Wherefore  am  I 
So  tedious  in  my  owne  Apologie  ? 
It  needed  not  at  all ;  Tie  on  againe, 
And  fhew  what  kinde  of  Loiters  yet  remaine. 
One  fort  I  finde  yet  of  this  louing  crew, 
Whofe  quality  I  thinke  is  known  to  few ; 
Thefe  feeke  by  all  the  meanes  they  can  to  gaine 
Each  Virgins  liking:  Sometime  not  in  vaine. 
The  thing  they  would,  they  haue ;  but  when  tis  got, 
Sorry  they  are,  and  wifh  they  had  it  not : 
For  peraduenture  they  haue  plac't  their  Loue, 
So  as  it  cannot,  nor  it  muft  not  moue. 
And  yet  if  they  fhould  faile  but  to  procure  it, 
'Twould  grieue  them  fo,  they  hardly  would  endure  it. 
Yea,  though  in  fhew  (at  leaft)  they  haue  faid  nay, 
Their  Loues  with  like  affection  to  repay, 
If  they  perceiue't  abate,  as  it  will  doe, 
Both  this  and  that  doth  make  them  forry  too. 
But  fuch  as  doe  into  that  weakenes  fall, 
Vnfteady  and  vnconftant  I  may  call. 

Moreouer,  fome  fuch  humours  do  infect 
That  the  fame  man  doth  diuerfly  affect : 
Now  he  the  Faire  approues  ;  anon  the  grace 
Appeares  not  in  the  colour  of  a  face. 
He  fpyes  the  Browne,  and  then  that  mofb  efteemes, 
Caufe  the  proportion  much  more  pleafant  feemes. 
Then,  he  the  Wanton  likes  ;  then  modeft  Eyes  ; 
Then  loues  the  Simple  laffe  ;  and  then  the  Wife  : 
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One  for  her  pafe  ;  and  for  her  gefture  one, 
Muft  be  the  Miftris  he  adores  alone. 
Yet  peraduenture  ere  a  little  while 
Another  winnes  her  from  him  with  a  fmile. 

This,  with  a  looke  nigh  languifhing,  moues  pitty  : 
That,  he  commends  becaufe  fhee's  bold  and  witty. 
And  longs  for  what  anon  againe  he  loathes, 
Becaufe  fhee  feem'd  faire  in  her  gaudy  clothes. 

True  worth  moues  few :  but  fure  I  am,  not  many 
Haue  for  bare  Vertues  fake  affected  any. 
Wealth  winnes  the  moil,  yet  they  by  triall  proue, 
Though  it  breeds  liking,  yet  it  gaines  not  Loue. 

Then  to  obtaine  his  Miftris,  one  man  tries 
How  he  can  ftraine  his  wits  to  Poetize : 
His  Pajfion  to  relate,  his  skill  he  proues  ; 
But  in  this  blockiih  Age  it  little  moues : 
Nor  doe  I  wonder  much  true  meaning  failes ; 
And  wit  fo  little  in  this  cafe  auailes, 
Sith  Dunces  can  haue  Sonnets  fram'd,  and  fend  them 
As  their  inuentions,  when  fome  others  pend  them. 

Another  feekes  by  Valour  to  obtaine 
His  wifhed  prize,  but  now  that  triall's  vaine. 

The  third  brings  Wealth,  and  if  he  doe  not  fpeed, 
The  Woman's  worth  the  fuing  for  indeed. 

Then  he  that's  neither  valorous  nor  wife, 
Comes  ruffling  in,  with  fhameleffe  brags  and  lies, 
Making  a  ftately,  proud,  vaine-glorious  fhow 
Of  much  good  matter,  when  tis  nothing  fo. 
In  ileed  of  lands,  to  which  he  ne'er  was  heire, 
He  tells  her  tales  of  Cailles  in  the  ayre. 

For 
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For  martiall  matters,  he  relates  of  frayes, 

Where  many  drew  their  fwords  and  ran  their  wayes  : 

His  Poetry  is  fuch  as  he  can  cull 

From  Playes  he  heard  at  Curtaine,  or  at  Bull ; 

And  yet  is  fine  coy  W\fa\s-Mary-Miiffe 

The  fooneft  taken  with  fuch  broken  ftuffe. 

Another  fhallow  braine  hath  no  deuice, 
But  prates  of  fome  ftrange  cafts  he  had  at  Dice  ; 
Brags  of  his  play  ;  yea  fure  it  doth  befall ; 
He  vaunts  oft-times  of  that  which  marreth  all. 

But  fome  I  note  (now  fie  on  fuch  a  man) 
That  make  themfelues  as  like  them  as  they  can, 
Thereby  to  winne  their  loues  :  they  faine  their  pafe, 
Order  their  lookes,  and  ftriue  to  fet  their  face 
To  be  demure.     Some  wooe  by  nods  and  lookes  ; 
Some  by  their  fighes  ;  and  others  by  their  bookes. 

Some  haue  a  nature  muft  not  be  denaide, 
And  will  grow  furious  if  they  be  delayd  ; 
Other  againe  haue  fuch  a  fancie  got, 
If  they  foone  fpeed,  then  they  efteeme  them  not. 

When  women  wooe  fome  men  do  moft  affe<5l  them, 
And  fome  againe  for  wantons  doe  fufpect  them  : 
Befides,  we  fee  that  fooles  themfelues  they  make, 
What  toyes  they  count  of  for  their  wenches  fake. 

One,  for  fome  certaine  months,  or  weeks,  or  dayes, 
Weares  in  his  hat  a  branch  of  whither'd  Bayes  ; 
Or  fweareth  to  employ  his  vtmofl  power, 
But  to  preferue  fome  ftale  neglected  flower. 
He  weares  fuch  colours  as  for  Loners  be, 
Drinks  vowed  healths  vpon  his  bared  knee : 
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Sues  mainly  for  a  moo-ftring,  or  doth  craue  her, 
To  grant  him  but  a  busk-point  for  a  fauour. 
And  then  to  note  (as  I  haue  feene)  an  Affe 
That  by  her  window,  whom  he  loues,  muft  paffe, 
With  what  a  fained  pafe  the  Woodcock  flalks  ; 
How  skuruily  he  fleareth  as  he  walkes  : 
And  if  he  ride,  how  he  rebounds  and  trots, 
As  if  his  horfe  were  troubled  with  the  bots  : 
'Twould  make  one  fwell  with  laughing.     In  a  day 
He  makes  more  errands  then  he  needs  that  way, 
Bearing  himfelfe  as  if  fhe  ftill  efpyde  him  ; 
When  as  perhaps  fhee  flouts,  or  lookes  befide  him. 

Nay,  mould  I  tell  you  all  the  Vanitie 
I  haue  obferued  in  this  maladie, 
I  mould  fhame  Loiters :  but  Tie  now  be  hufht, 
For  had  I  faid  more,  I  my  felfe  had  blufht. 
Yet  knowe  :  Although  this  paffion  I  haue  tide 
To  loue  of  Women,  it  concludes  befide 
All  whatfoeuer  kinde  of  loues  there  bee, 
Vnleffe  they  keepe  the  minde  from  troubles  free ; 
And  yeeld  to  Reafon :  but  of  fuch-like  Louers, 
My  Mufe  hereafter  other  feates  difcouers. 
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LF)?/}///  /tyfor  ( although  twerc  rather  fit 
To  fome  bruit  Creature  to  attribute  it ) 
Shall  be  prefented  in  the  fecond  place  ; 
Becaufe  it  fhrowds  a  vile  deformed  face 
Benenth  Lones  vizard,  and  affumes  that  name, 
Hiding  it  owne  fault  with  the  others  blame. 
'Tis  a  bafe  Paffion,  from  whofe  fmke  doth  flowe 
Many  bafe  humours.     Tis  the  ouerthrow 
Of  all  in  whom  it  enters.     Tis  an  euill 
Worfe  then  to  be  poffeffed  with  a  Diuell. 
This,  this  is  that,  which  oft  hath  caufed  publique  ftrife, 
And  priuate  difcord.     This  makes  man  and  wife 
Grow  each  to  other  cold  in  their  affection, 
And  to  the  very  marrow  fends  infection. 
This  fpoyles  the  body  ;  this  doth  make  the  face 
Looke  wanne,  pale,  yellow,  and  doth  much  difgrace 
The  beauty  of  it.     This  bereaueth  quite, 
The  bones  of  marrow,  and  the  eyes  of  fight. 
It  fhrinkes  the  finewes  ;  and  from  thence  doth  fprout 
Griefes  of  the  ftomake,  Leprofie  and  Gout, 

E  With 
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With  other  fuch  :  Befide,  it  doth  decay 
Not  life  alone  ;  but  alfo  take  away 
Both  memory  and  vnderftanding  too  ; 
And  many  other  mifchiefes  elfe  will  doe. 

And  which  way  comes  that  foule  difeafe  to  vs 
We  call  the  French,  fo  vile  and  odious  ? 
Is't  not  by  Lujlf     Breed  not  fuch-like  defires 
Children  begotten  by  vnlawfull  Sires  ? 
Strange  generations  ?  beds  fo  oft  defilde, 
That  many  a  Father  fcarcely  knowes  his  childe  ? 
Or,  is't  not  hence  this  common  Prouerbe  growes, 
'  Tis  a  wife  childe  that  his  oivne  Father  knoives  ? 
Doth  it  not  others  reputation  foyle  ? 
And  them  e'ne  of  their  deareft  Jewels  fpoyle  ? 
Yes  ;  and  from  hence  a  thoufand  other  crimes 
Doe  daily  fpring :  and  yet  in  thefe  our  times 
Tis  highly  made  of.     Yea,  'tis  Luft  doth  weare 
The  richeft  garments,  and  hath  curiou'ft  fare  : 
The  fofteft  beds  it  hath  to  take  repofe, 
With  fweet  Perfumes  ;  but  fure  there's  need  of  thofe. 

Drawne  in  a  Coach  it  vifits,  now  and  then, 
Some  neere  acquaintance,  'mongft  the  Noblemen. 
And  yet  the  Court  alone  frequents  it  not, 
But  in  the  City  refidence  hath  got, 
Where,  a  daily  feruice  it  employes, 
Young  Cockneis,  Burgomafters,  Roaring- Boy es, 
Yea,  Porters,  Prentifes,  and  all  that  may, 
Be  feruiceable  to  it  any  way. 

Twere  much  to  note  the  paine  that  fome  endure, 
And  at  how  high  a  rate  they  doe  procure 
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Their  beaftly  wils.     There's  many  fpend  their  flocks 
In  Ruffes,  Gownes,  Kirtles,  Pety-coates  and  Smockes. 
For  which,  one's  paid  with  that  fhall  make  him  craul 
( If  he  be  friended )  to  fome  Hofpitall. 

Anothers  quitted  for  his  well-fpent  ftuffe, 
By  fome  grim  Serieant  with  a  Counter-buffe : 
A  third  it  brings  (it  long  that  courfe  he  followes  ) 
Firft  to  the  Gaole,  and  fo-forth  to  the  Gallowes. 

And  what  haue  you  obferued  to  haue  bin 
The  vfuall  affociates  of  this  fin  ? 
'But  filthy  Jjpeeckes,  bold  fact  impudence, 
Vnfeemely  actions,  riot,  negligence, 
Or  fuch  as  thefe.     Yea,  to  procure  their  luft 
It  makes  them  into  any  mifchiefes  thruft 
(How  hatefull  or  apparant  ere  they  bej 
Or  put  in  practice  any  villany. 

Moreouer,  where  it  enters  once,  the  minde 
Can  no  true  reft,  nor  any  quiet  finde. 
Wee  fee  it  alfo  maketh  them  to  craue, 
Not  what  is  beft,  but  what  they  long  to  haue. 
Yea,  Lujl  hath  many  mifchiefes  that  enfue  it, 
Which  moft  men  fee,  but  few  the  leffe  efchew  it. 
Men  rather  now,  as  if  'twere  no  offence, 
Are  growne  to  fuch  a  fhameleffe  impudence, 
They  vaunt  and  brag  of  their  lafciuious  facts, 
No  leffe  then  fome  of  braue  Heroicke  acts. 
And,  not  a  few  of  this  fame  humor  be 
That  would  be  thought  the  foes  of  Chaftitie. 
By  whom,  if  I  fee  ill,  He  fure  conceale  it ; 
For  they  themfelues,  will  to  their  fhames  reueale  it. 

E  2  There's 
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There's  others,  who  difliking  fo  to  vant, 
Will,  Si  non  cafte,  tamen  cautt,  grant, 
(For  that's  their  Motto)  they  make  modeft  fhowes, 
But  what  they  doe  in  fecret,  man  nere  knowes. 

Some  make  a  Baud  of  the  diuine  profeffion, 
(  Like  Shauelings  in  A  uricular  Confeffion) 
Th'other  are  bad,  and  fure  of  God  accurft  : 
But  of  all  others,  thefe  I  deeme  the  worfL 

There's  other  Gallants  would  defire  but  this, 
Without  fufpition  to  conferre  and  kiffe  : 
For  other  pleafures,  they  would  neuer  craue  them, 
Nay,  if  they  might,  they  fweare  they  will  not  haue  them. 
So  meane,  perhaps :  but  time  brings  alteration  ; 
And  a  faire  woman  is  a  flirewd  temptation. 

Then  many  make  their  fained  loue  to  be 
A  cloake  to  couer  their  immodefby. 
Thefe  will  proteft,  and  vow,  and  fweare  their  life 
Confifts  in  hauing  whom  they  wooe,  to  wife. 
Yet,  if  the  villaines  can  their  luft  fulfill, 
They  will  forfweare  them,  and  be  lining  ftill. 

Some  doe  court  all,  (and  not  alone  to  proue ; 
But  for  becaufe  withall  they  are  in  loue.) 
With  fuch  deepe  Pajfion,  that  they  cannot  fmother 
Their  hot  affection,  till  they  meet  another. 

But  why  will  Man  againft  himfelfe  and  Reafon 
Confent  to  fuch  a  Tyrant  in  his  Treafon  ? 
Why  will  he  fo  his  liberty  forgoe, 
To  be  a  flaue  to  fuch  a  monfhrous  foe  ? 
For,  what  is  this  fame  Paffion  we  call  Luji? 
Is't  not  a  Bnttijh  longing?  an  vniuft 

And 
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A  nd  foule  defire,  vnlaivfully  to  gaine 

Some  euill pleafure  ?     Or,  to  fpeake  more  plainc  ; 

A  fiirious  burning  Pajjion,  wJiofe  /tot  fumes 

Corrupts  tJie  vndcrftanding,  and  confumes 

The  very  flefli  of  man  '?     Then  what's  the  fact  ? 

What  may  I  tearme  that  vile  and  fhamefull  a6l, 

But  this  ;   The  execution  of  an  ill, 

Out  of  fet  purpofe,  and  with  a  good  will, 

In  fpigJit  of  Reafon  ?     Tell  me,  is't  not  bafe  ? 

When  men  fhall  fo  their  worthy  fex  difgrace, 

To  giue  their  bodies  in  a  deed  vncleane, 

With  a  foule  nafty  proftituted  queane  ? 

Or  in  their  vnderftanding  be  fo  dull 

As  to  obferue  an  idle  fhort-heeld  trull  ? 

A  puling  female  Diueil,  that  hath  fmiles 

Like  Syrens  Songs,  and  teares  like  Crocodiles. 

Yet  there  be  fome  (\  will  not  name  them  now) 
Whom  I  haue  feene  vnto  fuch  Puppets  bow 
And  be  as  feruiceable  as  a  Groome 
That  feares  another  man  will  beg  his  roome. 
They  haue  beene  glad  full  oft  to  pleafe  their  pride 
With  coftly  gifts,  and  forced  to  abide 
Imperious  fcoffes,  with  many  fcornefull  words  ; 
Such,  as  the  humor  they  are  in  affords. 
And  yet  for  thefe  they'l  venture  Honours,  Liues, 
If  they  commaund  it :  when  on  their  poore  Wiues 
(  Though  they  in  beauty,  loue  and  true  delight, 
Exceed  them  more,  then  day-time  doth  the  night) 
Thofe  common  Courtefies  they'l  fcarce  beftow 
Which  they  to  eu'ry  ftranger  vfe  to  fhow  : 

E  3  Yea, 
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Yea,  and  their  Luft  doth  wrap  them  in  fuch  blindneffe, 
They  cannot  giue  them  one  poore  looke  in  kindneffe. 

Moreouer,  for  their  luft  they  haue  not  laid 
Bafe  plots  alone,  like  him  that  was  conuey'd 
In  a  clofe  Trunke,  becaufe  in  fecrecy 
He  would  fvnfeenej  enioy  his  venery. 
I  fay  not  onely  therein  haue  they  retcht 
Their  damn'd  inuentions  :  it  hath  alfo  ftretcht 
Vnto  ftrange  Lttfts ;  of  which  I  will  not  fpeake, 
Becaufe  I  may  offend  the  minde  that's  weake  : 
Or,  leaft  I  to  fome  fimple  one  fhould  fhow 
Thofe  fmnes  by  naming,  he  did  neuer  know. 
Then  here  He  leaue ;  there's  lurking  holes  fuch  ftore, 
This  (linking  Vermine  I  will  hunt  no  more. 
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OF    HATE. 

SATYR.   3. 

BVt  I  haue  rous'd  another  heere,  as  bad, 
They  call  it  Hate ;  a  worfe  I  neuer  had 
Before  in  chafe :  I  fcarce  can  keepe  (m  footh,) 
My  felfe  from  danger  of  his  venom'd  tooth. 
This  is  the  Paffion  that  doth  vfe  to  moue 
The  minde,  a  cleane  contrary  way  to  Loue. 
It  is  an  infpiration  of  the  Diuell, 
That  makes  men  long  for  one  anothers  euill. 
It  cankers  in  the  heart,  and  plagueth  moft, 
Not  him  that's  hated,  but  the  hatefull  hoft. 
And  yet  there's  too-too  many  I  doe  know, 
Whofe  hearts  with  this  foule  poyfon  oiier-flow  : 
Of  which  I  haue  a  true  intelligence, 
By  the  fharpe  fcoffes  and  (landers  fpringing  thence  : 
But,  where  it  rules,  they  cannot  well  conceale  it, 
But  either  words  or  deedes,  or  both  reueale  it. 

Were  it  iuft  caufes  that  did  ftill  ingender 
This  paffion  in  them  ;  or  if  they  could  render 
A  reafon  for't,  'twere  fomewhat.     But  their  will 
Carries  them  on,  in  fpight  of  Reafon  ftill. 
Thefe  are  their  humours.     For  a  flight  offence 
They'l  hate  the  offender  for  a  recompence. 

E  4  Some 
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Some,  malice  all  that  any  way  excell, 
Although  they  know  it  farre  from  doing  well. 
And  many  haue  abhorred  (God  amend  them) 
The  Stranger  that  did  neuer  yet  offend  them  : 
Which  they  are  not  afhamed  to  confeffe, 
Yet  in  their  hate  continue  ne'er  the  leffe. 
But  though  that  they  can  yeeld  no  reafon  why 
They  beare  them  caufeleffe  malice  :  yet  can  I. 
Their  hearts  are  ill,  and  it  is  fcldome  knowne, 
That  afweet  brooke  from  bitter  fprings  hathfiowne. 

There's  fome  to,  when  they  fee  a  man  refpected, 
Though  they  are  nothing  by  that  meanes  neglected, 
They  inly  grudge,  and  outwardly  difdaine, 
Beeing  alike  condition'd  as  was  Cain. 

Some  hate  their  friends  that  loue  &  count  them  dear, 
As  by  the  fequell  plainely  fhall  appear ; 
One  that  a  feeming  friendfhip  had  profeft  me, 
Vpon  a  time  did  earneftly  requeft  me, 
That  I  would  plainely  my  opinion  mew, 
What  I  of  his  conditions  thought  or  knew : 
And  that  I  would  without  exceptions  tell 
What  things  in  him  did  not  become  him  well. 

I  fcorning  flatt'ry,  with  a  fimple  heart, 
'Twixt  him  and  me  my  minde  did  foone  impart ; 
And  as  a  friend  that  is  vnfained,  ought, 
Left  nothing  vnreueal'd  of  that  I  thought : 
Yea,  without  foothing,  him  I  reprehended, 
If  I  perceiu'd  he  any  way  offended  ; 
Prouided  alwayes  that  I  did  not  fwerue 
From  a  decorum  fitting  to  obferue. 

But 
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But  marke  Mans  nature :  he  perceiuing  I 
Had  taken  note  of  fome  infirmitie 
He  would  not  haue  vnript  ;  And  feeing  I 
Saw  more  then  he  wifht  any  man  fhoulcl  fpy 
Of  his  ill  humors  ;  ( though  I  muft  confeffe 
Beeing  my  friend  I  lou'd  him  nothing  leffe  : ) 
In  fteed  of  thanks  and  liking  for  my  paines, 
My  company  and  fight  he  now  refraines  ; 
And  for  my  kindneffe,  like  a  thankeleffe  mate, 
Doth  ill  repay  me  with  a  loathing  hate. 

This  one  I  know,  and  by  that  one  I  finde, 
That  there  be  many  beare  as  bad  a  minde. 
But  let  vs  for  their  true  conuerfion  pray  ; 
For  neuer  Age  could  this  more  iuftly  fay, 
Truth  hatred  gets  (me  of  fuch  gaine  is  fped  ) 
While  Loue  and  Charitie  to  heauen  are  fled. 

Againe  ;  the  wicked  hate  beyond  all  meafurc 
The  righteous  man,  that  contradicts  their  pleafure  ; 
And  that's  the  fundamentall  caufe  I  know, 
That  many  men  doe  hate  their  teachers  fo. 
Thefe  common  humors  are  obferu'd  of  few, 
Yet  may  a  young  experience  finde  them  true ; 
And  boldly  fay,  that  all  in  whom  th'are  found 
Haue  poyfoned  hearts,  polluted  and  vnfound. 
Yet  they  are  more  corrupt  then  all  the  reft, 
Who  hate  their  friends  they  fhould  account  of  beft. 
But,  let  Men  ftriue  and  ftudy  to  remoue 
This  Paffwn  from  their  hearts,  and  graft-on  Loue. 
Let  them  not  harbour  fuch  a  hellim  fin  ; 
Which  being  entred,  marreth  all  within. 

Nor 
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Nor  let  them  thinke  my  counfell  merits  laughter, 
Sith  Scripture  fayes,  To  hate  our  brother  slaughter. 


OF    ENVY. 

SATYR.   4. 

THen  fome  enuenom'd  with  an  enuious  touch, 
Thinke  eu'ry  thing  their  neighbor  hath,  too  much  ; 
O  Lord  fay  they  (if  in  the  field  e  they  be) 
What  goodly  Corne,  and  well-fed  beafts  hath  he  ? 
(If  in  the  houfe)  they  neuer  in  their  Hues 
Saw  fairer  Women  then  their  neighbours  wiues ; 
Tis  pitty  fhee  ( a  Laffe  of  fuch  renowne ) 
Should  be  embraced  by  fo  rude  a  Clowne. 
That  houfe  is  too-well  furnifht,  or  doth  ftand 
Better  then  his  :  or  it  hath  finer  land. 
This  Farme  he  thinketh  more  commodious  much  : 
For  wood  and  water,  he  had  neuer  fuch. 
Yea,  fo  he  grudges  inwardly  and  frets 
At  euery  good  thing  that  his  neighbour  gets. 

Of  thefe  befides  there  are,  that  when  they  fee 
Any  beloued,  or  in  fauour  be, 
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Efpecially  in  Courts,  and  great  mens  houfes, 
Then  the  heart  fwelleth,  and  the  enuious  roufes  ; 
Ne'er  retting  till  that  like  a  fpightfull  Elfe, 
He  doe  difplace  them,  or  difgrace  himfelfe. 

Now  fome  are  in  the  minde  that  Hate,  and  This, 
Still  goe  together,  and  one  Paffeou  is. 
Indeed,  they  foule  iniurious  Homors  be 
So  like,  they  feeme  to  haue  affinitie. 
And  yet  they  differ  (as  oft  kindred  do ) 
Enough  at  leaft  I'me  fure  to  make  them  two. 

Hate  many  times  from  wrongs  receiu'd  hath  grown, 
Enuy  is  feene  where  iniuries  are  none. 
Her  malice  alfo  is  more  generall ; 
For  Hate  to  fome  extends,  and  fhee  to  all. 
Yet  enuious  men  doe  leaft  fpight  fuch  as  be 
Of  ill  report,  or  of  a  lowe  degree  : 
But  rather  they  doe  take  their  aime  at  fuch, 
Who  either  well-beloued  are,  or  rich. 
And  therefore  fome  doe  fitly  liken  thefe, 
Vnto  thofe  flyes  we  call  Cautharidcs : 
Sith  for  the  moft  part  they  alight  on  none, 
But  on  the  flowers  that  are  faireft  blowne. 
Or  to  the  boifterous  winde,  which  fooner  grubs 
The  ftately  Cedar  than  the  humble  fhrubs. 
Yet  I  haue  known  it  make  the  bufh  belowe, 
And  moue  the  leafe  that's  Withered  long  agoe  : 
As  if  it  had  not  mown  fufficient  fpight, 
Vnleffe  it  alfo  could  o'erwhelme  it  quite, 
Or  bury  it  in  earth.     Yea  I  haue  found 
The  blaft  of  Enuy  flies  as  lowe's  the  ground. 

And 
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And  when  it  hath  already  brought  a  man 
Euen  to  the  very  meaneft  ftate  it  can, 
Yet  tis  not  fatisfi'd,  but  ftill  deuifmg 
Which  way  it  alfo  may  difturbe  his  riling. 

This  is  moft  true  ;  or  elfe  it  could  not  be 
That  any  man  fhould  hate  or  enuy  me, 
Beeing  a  creature,  ( one  would  think )  that's  plac't 
Too  farre  below  the  touch  of  Enuies  blaft. 
And  yet  they  doe  ;  I  fee  men  haue  efpy'd 
Something  in  me  too,  that  may  be  enuy'd. 
But  I  haue  found  it  now,  and  know  the  matter, 
The  reafon's,  They  are  great,  and  Tie  not  flatter : 
Or  elfe  becaufe  they  fee  that  I  doe  fcorne 
To  be  their  flaue  whofe  equall  I  am  borne. 

I  heard  (although  tvvere  fpoken  in.  a  cloud) 
They  cenfure,  that  my  knowledge  makes  me  proud  : 
And  that  I  teach  fo  farre  beyond  my  calling, 
That  euery  hower  do  expect  my  falling  ; 
With  many  a  prayer,  and  prognostication, 
To  mew  their  loue  not  worthy  reuelation, 
But  what  care  I  ?  to  quite  their  good  furmifmg, 
/  doe  dejire  my  fall  may  be  their  rijing : 
Which  fay  mould  once  be,  as  I  hope  twill  neuer, 
My  hope  is  fure  it  mail  not  be  for  euer  ; 
Or  elfe,  becaufe  I  know  it  cannot  be 
Much  lower  then  it  is,  it  grieues  not  me. 

And,  where  they  fay,  my  wit  augments  my  pride, 
My  confcience  tells  me  that  I  am  belide. 
For,  that  poore  dram  which  heauen  on  me  beftowes, 
Such  lack  (of  what  is  yet  more  needfull)  fhowes 
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That  I  am  fad  to  thinke  how  much  I  come 
Short  of  thofe  gifts  which  are  beftow'd  on  fome  : 
And  knowledge  of  that  want  doth  grieue  me  fo, 
I  haue  no  ioy  to  boaft  of  that  I  know. 

But  let  them  fcandall  as  I  heare  they  doe, 
And  fee  whofe  lot  the  fhame  will  fall  vnto. 
The  fhafts  are  aim'd  at  me,  but  I  reie6t  them, 
And  on  the  (hooters  may  perhaps  refle6l  them. 
I  care  not  for  their  enuy,  fith  they  fhowe  it ; 
Nor  doe  I  feare  their  malice,  now  I  know  it. 
For  to  preuent  the  venome  of  their  throat, 
I'le  of  their  poyfon  make  an  Antidote'. 
And  their  prefaging  (though  it  be  abufe) 
I  hope  will  fcrue  me  to  an  excellent  vfe  : 
For,  where  before  I  fhould  haue  tooke  no  heed, 
Their  words  shall  make  me  circumfpe6l  indeed. 
Yea,  I  will  be  more  carefull  to  doc  well, 
Which  were  a  plague  for  them  as  bad  as  Hell. 

Some  I  doe  know,  yea  too  too  well  I  know  them, 
And  in  this  place  doe  a  remembrance  owe  them  : 
Thefe  men  ;  when  through  their  enuy  they  intend 
To  bring  one  out  of  fauour  with  his  friend, 
Will  make  as  though  they  fome  great  vices  knew, 
That  he  is  guilty  of  (and  not  a  few ) 
They'le  fhake  their  heads,  as  if  they  did  deteft 
The  courfe  he  followes  ;  and  that  not  in  ieft. 

If  to  the  Father  they  difpraife  the  Sonne, 
It  fhall  be  flily,  indirectly  done  : 
As  thus  ;  (I  hope  there's  fome  will  vnderftand) 
He  lines,  I  tell  you,  at  afecond  hand. 

Should 
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Should  I  fay  all  I  know,  'twould  much  offend  you, 

But  more  fuch  children  I  pray  God  neer  fend you. 

With  other  words  of  doubt,  to  breed  fufpition, 

But  dare  not  (being  of  a  bafe  condition) 

To  name  them  any  fault :  And  good  caufe  why, 

It  fhould  be  proou'd  vnto  their  fhames  a  ly. 

Now  tis  a  qualitie  I  doe  defpife, 

As  fuch  a  one  doth  him  whom  he  enuies  ; 

If  any  therefore  doe  that  loue  profeffe  me, 

Lord  from  their  friendfliip  I  befeech  thee  blejfe  me. 

Some  crafty  ones  will  honour  to  their  face 
Thofe  whom  they  dare  not  openly  difgrace. 
Yet  vnder-hand,  their  fames  they'l  vndermine, 
As  lately  did  a  feeming  friend  of  mine. 
They'l  fowe  their  (lander  as  if  they  with  griefe 
Were  forc't  to  fpeake  it :  or  that  their  beliefe 
Were  loath  to  credit  it ;  when  'tis  well  known 
That  damn'd  inuention  was  at  firft  their  own. 

Some  doe  not  care  how  grofly  they  difpraife, 
Or  how  vnlikely  a  report  they  raife  ; 
Becaufe  they  know  if 't  be  fo  falfe  an  ill 
That  one  belieues  it  not,  another  will : 
And  fo  their  enuy  very  fildome  failes, 
But  one  way  or  another,  ftill  preuailes. 

Oh  villainous  conceit !  an  engine  bent 
To  ouerthrow  the  trueft  innocent : 
For  well  they  know  when  once  a  flander's  fown, 
And  that  a  falfe  report  abroad  is  blown, 
Though  they  would  wipe  it  out,  yet  they  can  neuer, 
Becaufe  fome  fear  will  flick  behind  for  euer. 
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But  what  is  this,  that  men  are  fo  inclin'd 
And  fubiect  to  it  ?     How  may't  be  defin'd  ? 
Sure,  if  the  fame  be  rightly  vnderftood, 
Tis  but  a  grief e  that  fprings  from  others  good, 
Tormenting  them  when  euer  they  heare  tell, 
That  other  mcns  endcauours  profper  well ; 
It  makes  them  grieue  if  any  man  be  friended, 
Or  in  their  hearing  praifed,  or  commended. 

Contrariwife  againe,  fuch  is  their  fpight, 
In  other  mens  misfortunes  they  delight ; 
Yea,  notwithftanding  it  be  not  a  whit 
Vnto  their  profits  ;  or  their  benefit, 
Others  profperity  doth  make  them  leane  : 
It  nigh  deuoureth,  or  confumes  them  cleane  : 
But  if  they  fee  them  in  much  griefe,  why  that 
Doth  onely  make  them  iocund,  full  and  fat. 

Of  Kingdomes  ruines  they  beft  loue  to  heare, 
And  tragicall  reports  doe  onely  cheare 
Their  hellim  thoughts  :  and  then  their  bleared  eyes 
Can  looke  on  nothing  but  black  infamies, 
Reprochfull  actions,  and  the  fouled  deeds 
Of  fhame,  that  mans  corrupted  nature  breed  : 
But  they  muft  winke  when  Vertue  mineth  bright, 
For  feare  her  luftre  marre  their  weakened  fight. 

They  do  not  loue  Encomia/lick  ftories, 
Nor  bookes  that  fhow  their  predeceffors  glories  ; 
For  good  report  to  all  men  they  deny, 
And  both  the  liuing  and  the  dead  enuy : 
Yea,  many  of  them,  I  doe  thinke,  had  rather 
Lofe  all  good  fame,  than  mare  it  with  their  father. 

The 
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The  byting  Satyr  they  doe  onely  like, 

And  that  at  fome  particulars  muft  fbrike, 

Or  all's  worth  nothing.     If  they  can  appl)7 

Some  part  of  this  to  him  they  doe  enuy, 

(As  well  perhaps  they  may, )  then  they'l  commend  it : 

And,  (fpight  of  their  ill  natures, )  I  that  pend  it 

Shall  haue  fome  thank.    But  why  ?  not  caufe  they  deem 

Me,  or  my  writing  either,  worth  efteem. 

No  ;  here's  the  reafon  they  my  labour  like  ; 

They  thinke  I  meane  him,  tJiey  fuppofe  to  Jlrike. 

So,  fhall  my  well-meant  lines  become  to  be, 

A  wrong  to  others  ;  and  a  fnare  to  me. 

Heau'n  fhield  me  from  fuch  monfters :  for  their  breath 
Is  worfe  then  blafhing  ;  and  their  praife  is  death. 
And  let  them  finde  no  matter  heere,  but  what 
May  tend  vnto  their  glories  whom  they  hate  ; 
To  make  them  either  this  ill  Pafjlon  flie, 
Or  fwolne  with  their  owne  venqme,  burft,  and  die. 

Foule  Hag  of  Emiy,  let  thy  fnaky  Elues 
Keepe  Hell  with  thee  ;  and  there  torment  themfelues  : 
Your  poyfoned  conuerfation  fitteth  men 
For  no  focietie,  but  fome  grim  den 
Where  nothing  can  be  heard,  nor  feene  appeare, 
But  grones  and  fighes  of  mifery  and  feare. 
Who  haue  you  yet  poffeft  that  pleafed  flood 
With  any  priuate,  or  with  publique  good  ? 

What  mans  endeauours  thinke  you  profper  fhould, 
If  the  euent  of  things  were  as  thefe  would  ? 
(None  can  refolue  me  that,  for  it's  vnknowne) 
Nor  parents,  no  nor  children,  fcarce  their  owne  : 
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( I  fay)  their  owne  hand-works  are  feldome  free  ; 
But  fubiect  to  their  proper  enuies  be  : 

'  Witneffe  a  certaine  rich  man  ;  who  of  late 
'  Much  pittying  a  Neighbours  wofull  ftate, 
'  Put  to  his  helping  hand,  and  fet  him  cleare 
'  From  all  his  former  mifery  and  feare. 
'  But  when  he  faw  that  through  his  thrift  and  heed, 
'  He  had  well  cur'd  againe  his  former  need, 
'  And  grew  to  pretty  meanes,  though  he  no  whit 
'  Vnthankefull  was  for  that  his  benefit  : 
'  Yet,  being  of  a  nature  that  did  long 
'  And  ioy  to  fee  anothers  cafe  goe  wrong, 
'  Hauing  no  caufe  ;  but  a  repining  now 
'  That  he  once  helpt  him  ;  All  his  ftudy's  how 
'  To  ruinate  the  poore  mans  ftate  againe, 
*  And  make  ^through  Enuy)  his  owne  labour  vaine. 

Oh  that  a  man  mould  fo  from  reafon  range, 
Or  entertaine  an  humour  that's  fo  ftrange 
And  fo  vnprofitable  !     Tell  rne,  why 
Should  we  the  honours,  or  the  wealth  enuy 
Of  other  men  ?     If  we  delight  to  fee 
Our  brethren  when  in  euill  cafe  they  be, 
Lets  wifh  them  riches,  titles,  and  promotion, 
'Twill  make  them  greedy,  proud,  and  choake  deuotion  : 
'Twill  plunge  them  in  a  floud  of  mifery, 
In  the  refpecl:  of  which  the  beggery 
We  thinke  fo  vile,  is  heauen.     Yea,  I  know 
It  is  a  thoufand  more  mens  ouerthrow 
Than  pouerty  can  be.     That  if  we  hate, 
Or  would  enuy  who  are  in  happy  ftate, 
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In  my  opinion  they  muft  not  be  fuch 
That  titles  haue  attain'd,  or  to  be  rich : 
But  poore  men  rather,  who  are  cumbred  leffe, 
And  haue  indeed  the  trueft  happineffe. 

But  be  they  rich  or  poore,  I  paffe  not  whether : 
For  my  part,  I  am  fure,  I  enuy  neither. 
So  I  but  reach  the  glory  I  defire. 
I  doe  not  care  how  many  mount  vp  higher : 
And  if  I  want  not,  what  hurt  is't  to  me, 
If  I  the  pooreft  in  the  kingdome  be 
Yet  from  this  Paffion,  I  beleeue  not  many 
Can  be  exempted,  (if  there  may  be  any  ) 
But  fure  more  mifchiefe  alway  doth  betide 
To  th'enuious,  than  to  him  that  is  enuide ; 
And  they  haue  often  (who  would  them  bemoane  ?  ) 
Loft  both  their  eyes  to  lofe  their  Neighbour  one. 
Yea,  there  is  many  a  periur'd  enuious  Noddy 
Damnes  his  owne  foule  to  hurt  his  neighbours  body. 
But  now  fuch  men  may  beft  by  this  be  knowne ; 
They'l  fpeake  to  no  mans  honour,  but  their  owne. 
And,  in  their  prefence,  if  you  praife  a  man, 
They'l  from  his  worth  detract  euen  all  they  can. 
Such  dogges  as  thefe  are  the  detracting  Homes, 
And  he  whofe  eyes  on  each  new  Treatife  romes ; 
To  feede  his  humour  by  difgracing  it, 
More  then  for  his  delight,  or  benefit. 
But  thefe  moil  commonly  doe  difallow 
What  they  would  mend  themfelues,  if  they  knew  how. 

But  what  are  they  that  keepe  the  Criticks  Court  ? 
Not  any  doubtleffe  of  the  wifer  fort. 

But 
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But  fuch  poore  Pedants  as  would  faine  appeare, 

A  great  deale  abler,  then  indeed  they  are. 

Yea,  fuch  as  (when  among  the  learn'd  they  chance,) 

Are  often  fet  by,  for  their  ignorance. 

For,  howfoeuer  their  infmuation 

Hath  gain'd  a  little  vulgar  reputation, 

They  are  but  Glow-wormes  that  are  briske  by  night ; 

And  neuer  can  be  feene  when  Sunne  giues  light. 

Ill-tongu'd  and  enuious,  ignorant  of  fhame  ; 

And  vile  detractors  of  anothers  fame  : 

But  let  them  carp  on  ;  what  need  any  care, 

Sith  .they  are  knowne  for  fooles  without  compare  ? 

But  thinke  ;  oh  thinke  ;  to  know  and  fhunne  this  euill. 

This  matchleffe  infpiration  of  the  deuill. 

Remember  'tis  a  knowne  apparant  foe 

To  Charitie  ;  and  friendfhips  ouerthrow  : 

A  vicious  humour,  that  with  Hell  acquaints, 

And  hinders  the  Communion  of  Saints. 

Confider,  that,  and  how  it  makes  vnable 

To  be  partaker  of  the  holy  Table. 

Doe  fo  ;  Suruey  your  felues  :  and  if  you  finde 

Such  guefts  within  you,  root  them  from  your  minde : 

Banifh  that  gnawing  Fury  from  your  hart : 

And  as  One  wifely  counfels,  Lay  apart 

Diffembling,  Enuy,  Slander,  Malice,  Guile. 

With  Euill-fpeaking,  as  mofh  bad  and  vile ; 

In  thofe  men  chiefely,  whofe  Religion  faith, 

Her  maineft  pillar,  is  True-lone,  next  Faith. 

F  2  OF 
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^kc^M^ 

OF   REVENGE. 

SATYR.    5. 

ROome  for  Reuenge :  hee's  no  Commedian 
That  acts  for  pleafure  ;  but  a  grim  Tragedian  : 
A  foule  fterne  Monfter  ;  which  if  we  difpleafe  him, 
Death,  wounds  and  blond,  or  nothing  can  appeafe  him. 
This  moft  inhumane  PaJJion  now  and  than, 
With  violence  and  fury  hurries  Man 
So  farre  from  that  fweet  mildneffe,  wherewith  he, 
Being  himfelfe,  fhould  euer  temper'd  be  : 
That  man  nor  Diuell  can  we  terme  him  well, 
For  part  he  hath  of  earth  and  part  of  Hell. 
Yet  this  (fo  much  of  all  good  Men  difdain'd) 
Many  there  are  haue  rafhly  entertain'd 
And  hugged  as  a  fweet  contenting  PaJJion  ; 
Though  in  a  various  and  vnlikely  fafhion. 

Some  are  fo  ftaid,  they  can  their  purpofe  keepe 
Long  time  conceald,  to  make  the  wound  more  deepe  ; 
And  thefe,  it  is  not  heat  of  bloud  that  blinde, 
But  rather  the  fell  canker  of  the  minde. 
Some  by  refpe6l  to  time,  and  place  are  flaid 
And  fome  againe  by  nothing  are  allaid  ; 
But  them  mad  rage,  oft  furioufly  will  carry, 
Without  refpect  of  Friends,  or  Sanctuary. 
Then  fome  of  them  are  fearefull ;  fome  are  bolder  : 
Some  are  too  hot,  and  fome  againe  are  colder. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  I  haue  feene,  and  laught  at  heart  to  fee't, 

Some  of  our  hot-fpurs  drawing  in  the  ftreet, 

As  though  they  could  not  Paffiou's  rage  withftand  ; 

But  muft  betake  them  to  it  out  of  hand. 

But  why  ith'ftreet  ?     Oh  company  doth  hart  them, 

And  men  may  fee  their  valorous  acts  and  part  them. 

And  yet  that  humour  rather  I  commend, 
Then  theirs  whofe  fury  hath  no  ftay  nor  end, 
Till  of  their  Hues  they  haue  bereft  their  foes  ; 
The  onely  way  to  both  their  ouerthrowes. 
Oh  poore  reuenge  !  behold,  he  thou  haft  flaine, 
Sleeping  in  reft,  lies  free  from  care  and  paine. 
Death  is  the  good-mans  refuge,  which  his  God 
Ordain'd  to  be  his  forrowes  Period. 
And  he,  perhaps,  thou  in  reuenge  didft  flay, 
Enioyes  more  bliffe  than  thou  couldft  take  away  ; 
Whilft  thou  furuiuing  feel'ft  the  horrid  fmart 
Of  many  thoufand  tortures  in  thy  hart. 
For  fay  thou  fcape  the  rigour  of  the  Law, 
Thy  wounded  confcience  will  haue  many  a  flaw ; 
Feares  thou  malt  paffe  by  day,  and  then  at  night 
Dreames  all  of  terrour  thy  fcarr'd  foule  affright. 
Orphanes  and  Widowes  curfes  thou  malt  haue, 
To  bring  thee  with  confufion  to  thy  graue. 
Which  if  in  mercy  God  doe  fhield  thee  from, 
luftice  hath  fet  this  vnauoyded  Doome, 
The  plague  of  bloodfhed  on  thy  ftocke  mall  lie, 
Till  me  be  quit  in  thy  pofterity. 
Poore  world,  if  thefe  thy  beft  contentments  be, 
Seeke  blood  and  vengeance  you  that  lift  for  me. 

F3  If 
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If  this  befweet,  Heauen  grant  I  may  forgiue, 
And  neuer  feeke  for  vengeance  whiVJl  I  Hue. 

But  now  (me  thinks)  I  heare  our  Hackjlers  tell  me, 
With  thundring  words,  as  if  their  breath  would  fell  me, 
I  am  a  Coward,  if  I  will  not  fight. 
True,  Cauelieroes,  you  haue  fpoken  right : 
And,  if  vpon  good  tearmes  you  vrge  me  to  it, 
I  haue  both  ftrength  and  heart  enough  to  do  it, 
Which  you  fhould  finde  ;  yet  minded  am  I  ftill 
(Though  I  am  mooud)  to  punifh,  not  to  kill. 

Yet  breathes  there  to  my  knowledge  many  a  Man, 
That  in  his  bloudy  actions  glory  can  ; 
He  thinks  it  honour  to  be  faid  that  he 
Was  the  deftruction  of  fome  two  or  three. 
A  braue  tall  man  I  promife  yee,  and  may 
Take  Tibnrne  for  preferment  in  his  way. 
What  poore  renowne  is  there,  in  fuch  a  deed 
For  which  a  good  mans  heart  would  inly  blee  ? 
What  valours'  in't,  fith  a  poore  flie  or  gnat 
Doth  many  times  performe  as  much  as  that  ? 
But  I  perceiue  the  chiefeft  caufe  of  this, 
Th'opinion  of  the  rafcall  Vulgar  is. 
They  puffe  men  vp  with  their  infectious  breath, 
Till  fwolne  it  breake  out  to  their  fhame,  or  death. 
But  though  they  think,  that  he  which  kills  his  foe 
Is  moft  couragious,  Reafon  tels  them  no  : 
For  he  that  hath  a  heart  that  fact  to  do, 
Is  both  a  Tyrant  and  a  Coward  to. 
But  how  is  he  a  coward  ( fome  will  fay ) 
That  takes  in  fight  anothers  life  away  ? 
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Thus  he  is  one  :  Hee  hauing  by  his  might 
A  power  on  him  with  whom  he  haps  to  fight, 
Thinks  if  he  fpare  his  life  in  fuch  a  cafe, 
He  one  day  may  reuenge  his  foule  difgrace  ; 
And  that  with  feare  of  future  dangers,  fils  him, 
Which  to  prcuent,  he  like  a  Coward  kills  him. 
Yet  thofe  whofe  prefent  fafety  cannot  be, 
Without  the  ruine  of  their  enemy, 
Blameleffe  I  count ;  fith  nature  giues  vs  way, 
Things  violent  by  violence  to  flay. 
Yet  thou,  whate'er  thou  be  that  haft  a  foe, 
Seeke  not  to  be  his  wilfull  ouer-throw. 
Sith  life's  a  matter  of  the  greateft  weight ; 
If  there  be  any  way  though  nere  fo  ftraight, 
Whereby  thou  maifb  from  fuch  an  a6l  be  free. 
Part  not  fuch  friends  as  Soule  and  Body  be. 
Rather  if't  may  be  keepe  him  liuing  ftill, 
For  foes  oft  prooue  a  neceffary  ill. 
And  for  thy  mercy  thou  fhalt  one  day  finde 
Much  comfort  and  contentment  in  thy  minde. 

Foes  I  haue  fome,  whofe  liues  I  doe  not  grutch, 
For  they  haue  done  me  feruice  very  much, 
And  will  doe  ftill.     Thefe  wherefoe'er  I  goe, 
Doe  make  me  carefull  what  I  fpeak  or  doe : 
And  if  I  ftep  afide,  haue  fo  much  grace, 
To  tell  me  all  my  folly  to  my  face : 
Whereas  my  friend,  till  I  were  quite  vndone, 
Would  let  me  ftill  in  mine  old  vaineneffe  run. 
Or,  if  he  warne  me,  it  is  fo  in  fport, 
That  I  am  fcarce  a  whit  the  better  fort. 

F4  But 
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But  this  good-euill  few  of  vs  can  vfe, 

For  we  doe  better  things  than  thefe  abufe. 

Mans  nature's  ill,  and  I  haue  noted  this, 

If  we  vpbraided  be  with  what's  amiffe, 

We  cannot  brooke  it,  but  are  readier  ftill 

To  hate  them  that  reprooue,  than  mend  what's  ill : 

Nay,  to  the  mildeft  fort,  men  know  not  how 

To  fpeake  their  mindes  without  exceptions  now : 

We  muft  not  our  mad  lufty-blouds  gaine-fay, 

No,  not  fo  much  as  in  a  yea,  or  nay ; 

But  prefently  we  die  for't,  (  if  we  will) 

They  haue  both  hand  and  hart  prepar'd  to  kill. 

Let  them  but  thinke  a  man  to  them  iniurious, 

Although  he  be  not  fo,  they'l  ftraight  grow  furious, 

And  are  fo  quickly  vp  in  a  Brauado, 

They  are  for  nothing  but  the  Imbrocado : 

And  in  this  humour  they  refpect  not  whether 

They  be  vnto  them  friends,  or  foes,  or  neither ; 

All  are  alike  :  and  their  hot  choler  ends 

Not  onely  loue  and  friendfhip,  but  their  friends. 

I  know  'twere  vaine  if  I  mould  tell  to  thefe 
The  peacefull  minde  of  ancient  Socrates  : 
Or  if  I  fhould  Lycurgus  vengence  fhowe, 
How  he  behau'd  himfelfe  vnto  his  foe. 
'Twere  but  much  labour  loft ;  for  there's  no  doubt 
Our  Bedlam  Gallants  would  but  grin  and  flout 
At  their  well-temper'd  paffions  ;  fith  they  deem 
Nought  but  their  braineleffe  humours  worth  efteem. 
The  fmall  difcretion  that  doth  guide  this  Age, 
Hath  left  them  fo  to  their  vnbridled  rage, 
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That  men  moft  foolifh  defperate ;  who  care 
For  nought,  but  little  wit  enough  to  dare 
Some  beaft-like  combate  (without  lawfull  ground, ) 
Are  now  the  onely  men  that  are  renownd 
Amongft  the  vulgar.     And  forfooth,  to  gaine 
A  little  fame  that  way,  though  ne'er  fo  vaine, 
They'l  put  their  Hues  in  danger :  nay,  ther's  fome 
Had  rather  haue  it,  then  the  life  to  come. 

Alas,  poore  men,  what  hath  bewitcht  your  mind  ? 
How  are  you  growne  fo  fenfeleffe  and  fo  blind, 
Thus  to  affect  vaine  fhadowes,  and  let  flide 
The  truer  fubftance,  as  a  thing  vnfpi'd  ? 
Is  Reafon  in  you  growne  fo  great  a  ftranger, 
To  fuffer  an  affection  of  fuch  danger, 
To  fettle  in  you  f     Banifh't  from  your  breafl, 
And  there  let  Mercy  and  Forgiuenejfe  reft ; 
It  is  a  token  of  a  humaine  mildeneffe  : 
But  Vengeance  is  a  figne  of  Brutijli  wildeneffe, 
Not  fitting  any  but  the  Tyger,  Beare, 
Or  fuch  like  creatures  that  remorfleffe  teare 
What  ere  they  light  on.     Caft  it  from  you  then, 
Be  in  condition,  as  in  fhape  y'are  Men. 
And  ftand  vnmoou'd,  for  Innocence  ere  long, 
Will  fhew  her  felfe  abroad  in  fpight  of  wrong : 
When  of  your  Patience  you  mail  not  repent, 
But  be  auenged  to  your  owne  content. 

Yet  fome  may  fay  the  Counfell  I  haue  giuen, 
Is  hard  to  follow,  ftric~t,  and  too  vn-euen  ; 
And  what  fo  euer  mow  I  feeme  to  make, 
Such,  as  my  felfe  would  hardly  vndertake. 

Know 
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Know  you  that  thinke  fo,  I  am  not  afraid, 

If  that  it  be  a  burthen  I  haue  laid, 

To  beare't  my  felfe ;  nay,  I  haue  vnder-gone, 

If  this  be  hard,  a  more  vneafie  one. 

For,  but  of  late  a  friend  of  mine  in  fhow, 

Being  (indeed)  a  fpightfull  fecret  foe ; 

I  know  not  why,  (for  I  did  ne'er  in  ought 

Wrong  him  fo  much  as  in  a  word  or  thought.) 

Yet  this  man  hauing  wifely  watcht  his  time, 

When  I  ( a  ftranger,  in  another  Clime) 

Left  mine  owne  Country,  did  meane  while  repaire 

To  my  beft  friends,  and  with  diffemblings  faire, 

And  fhowes  of  loue,  and  griefe,  did  there  vnfold, 

The  groffeft  (lander  euer  Villaine  told. 

A  damn'd  inuention,  fo  exceeding  vile, 

That  Gallants,  'twould  haue  made  your  blood  to  boile 

And  out  of  your  abufed  bodies  ftart, 

I  know  it  would  haue  broken  vaines,  or  heart. 

If  you  had  felt  that  tongue's  enuenom'd  fling, 
You  would  haue  fret,  fum'd,  ftampt ;  done  any  thing, 
Or  angry,  rag'd  like  mad-men  in  your  fit, 
Till  mercileffe  Reuenge  had  quenched  it. 
And  what  did  I  ?     At  firft,  I  muft  confeffe, 
I  was  extreamly  moou'd  ;  who  could  be  leffe  ? 
But  when  I  felt  my  troubled  thoughts  begin 
To  ioyne  with  brutifh  Pajfion's  force  within, 
And  raife  difquiet  humors  in  my  brefb, 
I  fear'd  if  I  fhould  yeeld  'twould  marre  my  reft. 
And  therefore  to  my  felfe  I  Patience  tooke. 
Which  whil'ft  I  haue  about  me,  I  can  brooke 
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Any  misfortune.     Then  that  Patience 
Grew  fo  much  ftronger  through  my  Innocence, 
That  I,  afmuch  as  flefh  and  bloud  could  do, 
Forgot  both  Iniurie  and  Vengeance  too. 
Yet ;  might  I  wanted  not  to  do  him  ill ; 
All  the  defe6l  that  was,  was  in  my  will. 
It  is  well  knowne  the  Coward  dares  not  ftand, 
T'abide  the  Vengeance  of  my  wronged  hand, 
Were  his  ftrength  tripled  :  Nay,  were  I  in  bands 
Of  impotencie  wrapt,  and  had  no  hands, 
Yet  I  haue  friends  (whom  if  I  had  not  pray'd, 
And  begd  vnto,  to  haue  their  fury  ftay'd  ) 
Had  heapt  confufion  on  him  for  my  fake. 
Yea  I  am  halfe  perfwaded  he  would  quake 
A'twelue-month  after ;  had  he  but  the  daring 
To  thinke  vpon  the  Vengeance  was  preparing 
For  that  lewd  flanderous  tale  of  his,  which  he 
Afwell  might  raife  on  one  vnborne,  as  me. 

But  when  that  courfe  my  Reafon  did  gaine-fay, 
I  was  allow'd  Reuenge  a  better  way. 
Both  Laiv  and  Inftice  proffer'd  me  the  fcourge, 
To  whip  him  for  it :  which  though  friends  did  vrge, 
(Shewing  me  motiues  to  allure  me  to  it ) 
Yet  I  was  much  vnwilling  ftill  to  doe  it : 
For  though  I  might  (befide  fubmiffion)  gaine 
No  little  fummes,  my  heart  doth  much  difdaine 
To  adde  vnto  my  fubftance  through  his  fhame  ; 
Or  raife  it  with  the  ruine  of  his  fame. 
Yet  caufe  perhaps  there's  fome  may  thinke  I  faine, 
Or  fpeake  a  matter  fram'd  out  of  my  braine  : 

Know  ; 
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Know ;  This  back-bitter  Hues,  and  may  doe  long 

To  do  me  more,  and  many  others  wrong. 

And  but  that  I  am  loath  to  ftaine  my  Verfe, 

The  name  of  fuch  a  Monfter  to  rehearfe  ; 

For  others  fatisfacton  (to  difgrace  it  ) 

Vpon  the  Margent  here  my  pen  fhould  place  it. 

Yet  that  perhaps  would  Vengeance  counted  be, 

For  that,  fhall  neuer  be  reueng'd  by  me. 

Nor  had  I  thus  much  faid,  but  to  make  knowne, 

So  truly  thefe  opinions  are  mine  owne, 

That  I  doe  wifh  no  other  men  vnto, 

More,  then  I  gladly  of  my  felfe  would  doe. 

Thus  was  I  wronged,  and  I  thus  withflood 

My  owne  mad  Pajfion  in  the  heat  of  bloud  : 

Yet  thinke  my  felfe  in  as  good  cafe  as  thofe, 

That  haue  reueng'd  themfelues  with  ftabs  and  blowes. 

In  my  opinion  it  is  now  as  well ; 
As  if  that  I  fhould  packe  his  foule  to  hell 
With  danger  of  mine  owne  ;  and  here  remaine 
To  grieue  ;  and  wifh  he  were  aliue  againe  ; 
Nay,  now  'tis  beft,  for  why  ?  he  may  repent, 
Whil'ft  I  with  a  fafe  confcience  liue  content. 

But  grant  that  fome  mifdeem'd  my  innocence, 
(Becaufe  they  faw  that  I  with  Patience 
Endur'd  the  wrong,)  by  thinking  I  did  know 
My  felfe  in  fault,  becaufe  I  tooke  it  fo : 
What's  that  to  me  ?     Indeed  if  all  my  care, 
But  to  make  fhow  of  what  I  fhould  be,  were, 
I  might  be  much  difpleafed  when  I  fee 
Men  thinke  me  not,  what  I  would  feeme  to  be. 

But 
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But  he  whofe  onely  aime  is  Verities  path, 
And  that  true  aime  by  his  endeauour  hath 
(Which  God  grant  me)  fo  much  fweet  comfort  gaines 
Within  his  confcience,  that  he  nought  complaines 
Of  Mcns  opinions  ;  but  aboue  them  borne, 
Doth  both  their  cenfures  and  fuppofings  fcorne. 
And  why  ihould  I  doe  leffe,  who  neuer  weigh'd 
My  innocence  by  that  which  others  faid  ? 
Whether  I  patient  were,  or  ftorm'd,  at  it 
It  quits  me  of  the  (lander  ne'er  a  whit. 

He  that  condemnes  my  milde  and  gentle  courfe, 
May  in  his  wifedome  light  vpon  a  worfe. 
I  muft  confeffe,  I  let  his  errour  paffe ; 
Nor  haue  I  done  amifs :  for  fay  an  Affe 
Had  ftrooke  me  with  his  heeles ;  how  mould  I  quit 
The  harme  he  doth  me  ?     You  would  blame  my  wit 
If  I  fhould  kill  him.     If  I  went  to  law  ; 
Who  would  not  count  me  the  moft  Affe  ?  a  daw  ; 
Or  worft  of  fooles  ?     And  pray,  what  were  I  leffe 
If  I  had  don't  to  his  vnworthineffe  ? 
One  that's  fo  ignorant  of  his  offence, 
He  feemes  as  if  he  had  no  fparke  nor  fenfe 
Of  vnderftanding  :  one,  whom  if  I  touch, 
Or  offer  to  lay  hands  on,  tis  as  much 
As  if  I  in  my  anger  would  begin 
To  breake  the  ftoole  that  erft  had  broke  my  fhin. 

In  this,  and  that,  I  found  the  caufe  was  one, 
And  therefore  did  I  let  Renengc  alone  : 
Onely  I  markt  him  (for  this  caufe  indeed  ) 
That  other  men  might  (knowing  him  )  take  heed  ; 
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And  he  himfelfe,  with  a  repinig  fhame, 
Reading  his  follies  Emblem  in  his  name, 
Might  grieue  he  did  into  that  errour  runne. 
Which,  hoping  he  by  this  time  now  hath  done, 
I  ceafe  to  brand  him.     And  forgiue  him  to  : 
Others  might  thus  by  my  example  do. 

But  to  thy  taske  my  Mufe ;  for  there  remaine 
Mad  humors  many  more  yet  to  explaine  : 
Such  as  are  theirs  who  vfe  to  take  in  hand 
A  lawleffe  Pilgrimage  to  Calice  fand  ; 
And  thinke  if  they  by  tricks  can  blinde  the  Law, 
Of  God  they  neuer  neede  to  ftand  in  awe. 

Thefe  onely  deale  in  blowes.     But  there  be  other, 
Who  their  reuengefull  mindes  as  ill  can  fmother  ; 
Yet  caufe  they  haue  not  hearts  to  deale  with  fwords, 
Like  valiant  Champions  fight  it  out  with  words. 
Such  frayes  haue  made  me  often-times  to  fmile, 
And  yet  they  proue  fhrewd  combats  other-while, 
For  from  fuch  braules  doe  fudden  ftabs  arife, 
And  fometime  in  reuenge  the  quart-pot  flies ; 
loyn'd  ftooles  and  glaffes,  make  a  buftling  rumor  : 
Yea,  this  is  grown  a  Gentle-man-like  humour. 
But  in  my  minde,  he  that  fo  well  can  fight, 
Deferueth  to  be  dub'd  an  Ale-houfe-knight. 

Ift  not  a  fhame  that  men  fhould  at  their  meeting 
Welcome  each  other  with  a  friendly  greeting, 
As  I  haue  feene  ;  and  yet  before  they  part, 
Bandy  their  fwords  at  one  anothers  hart  ? 
Wondrous  inhumane  !     Oh  the  fauage  Boare, 
Or  wilde  Armenian  Heards  can  doe  no  more  : 

But 
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But  fuch  belieue  not  it  is  God  hath  faid, 
Vengeance  is  mine,  and  I  will  fee  t  repaid. 
For  if  they  did,  they  would  not  dare  to  be 
Such  caruers  for  themfelues  as  now  we  fee. 

No  good  remaines  if  long  this  fit  endure, 
Friendfhip  is  quite  extinguifhed  :  and  fure 
The  diuell  doth  fo  much  poffeffe  them  than, 
They  haue  no  honeft  thought  of  God  or  Man  : 
Which  you  may  note,  if  you  doe  euer  fee 
Two  hare-braine  Ruffians  when  at  odds  they  bee, 
All  th'ones  ambition  is  the  others  fall, 
Without  compaffion,  or  refpe6l  at  all. 
Which  fury,  fo  vnlimited  doth  proue 
They  haue  to  man-ward,  not  a  fparke  of  loue. 
Nor  no  regard  of  God  fhall  you  efpy, 
If  you  obferue  their  damned  blafphemy, 
When  ftanders-by  would  ftop  their  bloudy  will ; 
Starke  mad  with  rage,  the  heau'ns  wide  eares  they  fill 
With  horrid,  bloudy,  fcarefull  cannon  oathes 
Such  as  no  honeft  Chriftian  man  but  loathes 
Almoft  to  heare  them  nam'd.     Yea  feeme  to  teare 
Chrifts  man-hood  peece-meale  from  him  when  they 
Yorfoote,  hart,  nailes,  ftill  vfing  God  withall       (fweare. 
Their  foule-mouth'd-rackets,  like  a  tennife-ball 
Doe  bandy  to  and  fro  :  His  blond  and  wounds, 
Adde  to  their  hellifli  brauings  fuch  ftrange  founds, 
As  if  the  powers  of  Heau'n  they  did  contemne, 
And  meant  in  this  wilde  fit  to  challenge  them. 

Oh  bafe  proud  clay  !  Who  by  their  deeds  can  gather 
Thefe  men  belieue  a  power  aboue  ?  but  rather 
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That  they  are  viler  than  the  bruteft  creature  : 
For  that  is  taught  more  reuerence  by  nature. 
But  thefe  bold  champions  dare  him  :  yea  when  they 
Cannot  haue  Vengeance  their  defired  way 
(As  if  they  fcorn'd  the  threatning  of  his  rod  ) 
Thus  thinke  they  to  auenge  themfelues  on  God  ; 
Who  were  he  not  as  mercifull  as  iuft, 
Might  with  a  blaft  confume  them  into  duft. 


OF 
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OF    C  HOLLER. 

SATYR.    6. 

BVt  now  the  caufe  of  mans  Reuengefull  tJiirft 
Proceeds  from  rafli  vnbridled  CJwllcr  firft : 
Which  PaJJion  flowes  from  imbecilitie, 
And  brings  vs  vnto  much  abfurditie  : 
Yea,  thofe  that  are  infected  with  this  crime, 
Are  (m  a  manner,)  mad-men  for  the  time. 
Tis  a  fhort  Fury,  wherewith  man  poffeft, 
Refembles  moft  a  wilde  vntamed  beaft. 
It  makes  the  wifeft  fo  befide  their  wit, 
They  fpeake  and  practice  many  a  thing  viifit : 
Yea,  thofe  in  whom  I  finde  this  Paffwn  raigne, 
I  haue  oft  feene  to  ftorme  for  things  but  vaine  ; 
And  chafing  fret  at  poore  halfe-penny  loffes, 
As  if  for  fome  intollerable  croffes. 
In  a  flight  trifle,  or  fome  {lender  toy, 
You  would  fuppofe  confifted  all  their  ioy  : 
For  mould  a  wife  man  euery  forrow  prooue 
This  world  could  heape,  it  would  not  fo  much  moue 
His  fetled  patience,  as  one  Rafcall  fit 
Would  on  no  ground  in  thefe  diftemper  it. 

There  is  this  weakeneffe,  which  in  CJiollericke  men, 
I  haue  obferued  raigning  now,  and  then 
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They  are  not  onely  ready  to  belieue 

The  leaft  report,  that  may  occafion  glue 

Of  difcontents  ;  but  fo  doth  anger  blinde  them, 

As,  if  no  caufes  be,  they'l  feeke  to  find  them. 

And  ( in  light  matters,  if  they  mould  contend,) 

Would  pick  a  quarrell  with  their  deareft  friend. 

Yea,  I  haue  feen  where  friends,  ( nay  more)  where  bro- 
fThat  be,  or  mould  be,  dearer  far  then  others,)       fathers 
Haue  in  their  heat  of  anger,  turned  foes, 
And  mixed  ftrange  words  with  farre  fharper  blowes. 
Nor  doe,  nor  can  they  in  this  humour  fpare 
Any  degree.     For  reuerence,  nor  care 
Doth  then  remaine  ;  although  they  be  moft  fure 
Their  heedleffe  words  not  foes  alone  procure, 
But  lofe  their  friends  :  nor  doe  they  in  that  cafe, 
Refpe6l  the  time,  nor  company,  nor  place. 

Befides  ;  there  is  this  ouer-fight  in  fome 
(  Where  Choller  doth  the  Reafon  ouercome  ) 
They  doe  not  onely  blame  him  that  offends, 
But  are  difpleas'd  eu'n  with  their  deareft  friends  ; 
And,  with  the  like  difpleafure  doe  purfue 
All  that  are  in  their  prefence,  or  their  view. 
Yet,  if  that  any  mould  but  tell  thefe  men, 
Such  anger  were  without  iuft  reafon  ;  then, 
Although  it  be  fo,  and  they  know  it  right. 
Their  fury  would  the  more  increafe  with  fpight : 
They  cannot  beare  controule  ;  neither  can  they 
Brooke  him  ought  better  that  doth  nothing  fay ; 
For  then  indeed  they  prefently  fufpe6l, 
Hee  carelefly  their  anger  doth  neglecl. 

Some 


Lib.  i .  CH OLLER.  Satyr.  6. 

Some  Mafters,  and  Some  Tutors  I  efpy 
Too  much  o'recome  with  this  infirmity. 
They  are  fo  hot,  and  confident  in  this  ; 
That  all  their  Anger,  ftill  with  reafon  is  : 
As  if  they  thinke  their  feruants  doe  offend, 
They  mufh  not  their  fufpe<5led  crimes  defend, 
Guilty  or  no  ;  but  yeeld  to  all  they  fay 
What  euer  fhame  or  wrong  betyde  them  may. 
And  fo  be  fure  to  make  it  an  offence, 
Though  but  by  wronging  their  owne  innocence. 
Which  is  meere  tyranny.     And  he  that  can 
Force  to  fuch  flauery  the  minde  of  Man, 
By  my  opinion,  fliall  for  euer  paffe 
For  an  imperious,  foolifh,  wayward,  Affe : 
Who  lookes  fo  much  what  duties  others  owe  ; 
That  he  himfelfe  doth  fcarcely  manners  know. 

This  Anger  is  a  wondrous  head-ftrong  Paffion, 
And  hath  a  beaftly,  franticke  operation  ; 
From  which,  how  can  we  any  man  releafe, 
When  we  muft  neither  fpeake,  nor  hold  our  peace  ? 

Some  will  be  angry,  if  they  cannot  make 
All  others  their  opinions  vndertake. 
But  let  them  keepe  from  me,  or  I  fhould  chaufe  them, 
For  out  of  that  fond  humour  I  would  laugh  them. 
Others  haue  meanings,  but  they  cannot  fhow  them, 
And  therefore  fret  at  all  that  doe  not  know  them. 
And  I  haue  feene  (that  anger  may  be  holy ) 
A  good  man  mooued  for  anothers  folly, 

The  hurt  that  through  this  Paffion  doth  enfuc 
Is  great ;  although  obferu'd  by  very  few. 
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Lib.  i.  CHOLLER.  Satyr.  6. 

For  that  which  hath  enfu'd  on  one  mans  fpleene, 

The  mine  of  a  State  hath  often  beene. 

And  therefore  (though  I  none  excufe  the  while,) 

I  hold  it  much  leffe  feemely,  and  more  vile 

In  men  authoriz'd,  then  in  thofe  that  be 

Borne  to  a  lower  fortune  or  degree, 

For,  when  this  fit  poffeffeth  priuate  men, 

They  trouble  but  themfelues  ;  or  now  and  then 

Their  priuate  Families :  when  if  it  ceaze 

On  eminent  and  mighty  perfonages. 

It  doth  diftemper  thoufands,  and  thereby 

Whole  Prouinces  do  oft  oppreffed  lye. 

In  my  opinion,  hee's  vnfit  to  weeld 

The  fword  of  luftice,  that  doth  bafely  yeeld 

To  fuch  a  brutifh  PaJJion  :  howfoe'er 

In  other  things  he  moft  fufficient  were  : 

Though  fome  in  places  of  efteeme  there  be, 

Whom  therewith  ftrangely  ouercome  we  fee. 

Oh  why  fhould  they  to  gouerne  others  fit 
Who  know  not  how  to  rule  themfelues  as  yet  ? 
The  angry  and  incenfed  Magi/Irate, 
On  them  to  be  aueng'd  whom  he  doth  hate 
For  priuate  caufes,  drawes  the  publique  fword  ; 
And  all  extremity  the  Lawes  afford 
He  makes  to  ferue  his  rage.     And  if  that  faile 
Hee'l  ftraine  his  confcience,  but  he  will  preuaile. 

But  diuers  thinke,  that  fuch  as  hafty  be, 
(For,  fo  they  title  this  infirmitiej 
Beft-natur'd  are.     But  yet  I  fee  not  how, 
I  that  Pofition  may  for  truth  allow. 

For, 
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For,  (whofoere  'twas  firft  that  faying  taught ) 
If  tJiey  are  beft,  Pie  fweare  the  beft  is  naught. 

Moreouer,  there  be  many  doe  fuppofe, 
It  is  a  figne  of  courage.     What  meane  thofe  ? 
Where  is  their  iudgement?  they  me  thinks  fhould  gather 
That  it  were  wcakcnes  did  produce  it  rather : 
Or  elfe,  why  fhould  the  feeble  and  the  fick, 
Women  and  children  be  mo  ft  cholerick  ? 

Again  ;  there's  fome  ( whofe  iudgement  is  as  rude) 
As  to  fuppofe  it  quickens  Fortitude. 
Which  cannot  be  ;  for  they  muft  grant  me  than, 
That  Vice,  affift  to  perfect  Vertue  can  : 
Which,  I  can  nor  beleeue  ;  nor  come  to  fee 
How  Fortitude  and  Anger  can  agree. 
For  one  a  Resolution  is  that's  fteady, 
And  rul'd  by  reafon  ;  th'other,  rafli  and  heady  : 
Yea,  th'one,  doth  nothing  but  on  confultation, 
The  other  cannot  take  deliberation  ; 
But  head-long  vnaduifedly  doth  tend, 
Till  it  in  forrow,  fhame,  or  ruine  end. 
And  though  fome  thence  much  help  would  feem  to  ga- 
To  whet  true  valour  on  ;  it  hinders  rather :  (ther, 

Yea,  fo  vnreafonable  is  this  Pajfion, 
It  ouerthrowes  in  man  all  feemly  fafhion  ; 
Making  him  fpeake  if  ought  but  difcontent  him, 
Yea,  doe  the  thing  of  which  he  mall  repent  him  : 
And  fuch  a  dangerous  kinde  of  Lunatick 
Is  he  who  vfeth  to  be  Chollerick 
That  of  a  friend  if  I  might  chufer  be, 
Ide  rather  haue  a  man  that's  mad  then  he. 
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Yet  men  doe  rarely  feeke  to  flop  this  ill 
But  as  they  grow  in  yeeres,  that  groweth  ftill. 
As  if  it  were  a  humour  whence  could  rife, 
Not  any  thing  which  them  might  prejudice. 
And  they  fo  yeeld  themfelues  to  the  inuafion 
Of  this  ftrange  frenzy  on  the  leaft  occafion  : 
That  when  they  think e  the  fury  to  fuppreffe 
Of  this  difeafe :  they  can  doe  nothing  leffe. 
For  he  that  will  a  certaine  med'cine  finde 
For  fuch  a  malady,  muft  haue  a  minde 
Settled  in  Good,  and  an  vnfain'd  intent 
To  profecute  what  he  in  mow  hath  meant. 

Light  truft  he  muft  not  giue  to  all  reports, 
Nor  take  too  much  delight  in  idle  fports. 
On  toyes  his  loue  mould  neuer  fo  be  fet, 
To  make  him  for  their  abfence  grieue  or  fret. 
He  muft  be  wary  ftill,  not  to  adore 
Treafure  or  Honours  fheapt  vpon  him)  more 
Than  will  befit  fuch  things  as  needes  muft  periili ; 
For  oft  that  folly  doth  this  PaJJion  cherifh. 
Let  dogs,  nor  hawkes,  nor  any  pleafure  mooue, 
But  as  it  doth  indifferent  things  behooue. 
At  no  time  let  him  rafhly  fpeake  or  doe, 
What  felfe-conceit  doth  vrge  or  prompt  him  to 
And  not  alone  this  my  aduice  embrace, 
But  learne  of  Cotis,  that  wife  King  of  Thrace, 
Who  hauing  many  pretious  veffels  fent 
Of  brittle  mettall  ( fearing  difcontent 
Might  for  their  loffe  another  day  arifej 
The  Meffenger  he  richly  gratifies  ; 
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And  then  before  his  face  againft  the  ftones 
Dailies  the  coftly  prefent  for  the  nones : 
To  fliew  that  thofe,  who  Anger  s  flames  would  hinder, 
Muft  firft  remooue  the  Fuell  and  the  Tinder. 


OF    IEALOVSIE. 

SATYR.   7. 

BVt  though  thefe  angry  ones  foone  bred  a  braul, 
And  are  pernicious  to  conuerfe  withall ; 
Not  one  iot  better  is  the  lealons  head, 
That  euer  feares  his  wife  hath  wrong'd  his  bed. 

Sometime  this  Pajfion  (as  it  may  appeare) 
Proceeds  out  of  a  too-much  loue  with  feare. 
Sometime  againe  the  mifchiefe  doth  arife, 
When  he  that  worth  in  his  beloued  fpies ; 
Is  forced  that  deferuing  to  confeffe, 
And  priuy  to  a  felfe-vnworthineffe. 
Which  is  indeed  the  caufe  that  brings  the  fmart, 
Of  lealoufie,  vpon  the  greateft  part. 

G4  The 
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The  firft  is  feldomeft  ;  and  it  is  fent 
Of  God,  as  a  peculiar  punifhment, 
To  thofe  who  doe  the  creature  fo  affect, 
As  thereby  their  Creator  they  neglect. 
Loue  is  the  highefb  and  the  nobleft  bliffe 
That  for  mankinde  on  earth  ordained  is  : 
But  when  true  meafure  it  exceeds,  and  gets 
Beyond  the  decent  bound  that  Reafon  fets, 
God  turnes  it  to  a  plague,  whereby  he  will 
Shew  them  their  folly,  and  correct  the  ill. 
He  addes  a  Feare  of  lofmg  of  their  Ioyy 
In  that  they  loue  :  which  quickly  doth  deftroy 
All  their  delight ;  and  ftrewing  good  with  ill, 
Makes  things  feem  loft  though  they  are  with  them  ftill. 

Thus  doth  it  oftentimes  with  that  man  proue, 
Who  keepes  not  moderation  in  his  loue. 
He  hauing  got  a  wife  not  onely  fay  re, 
But  modeft,  honefb,  wife  and  debonaire. 
At  firft  fo  wondrous  meritorious  deemes  her  ; 
As  worthy  all  affe&ion  he  efteemes  her. 
And  waxeth  fo  affur'd  he  dares  be  bold 
Shee  will  not  be  allur'd  to  ill  by  gold, 
Honour,  nor  beauty  :  but  as  fhe  is  chaft, 
So  (is  perfwaded)  will  be  to  the  laft. 
And  to  himfelfe  fo  well  doth  feeme  to  thriue, 
He  thinks  his  owne  the  happieft  choife  aliue. 
All  which  is  good,  and  if  no  more  I  tell, 
You  cannot  fay  wherein  he  doth  not  well  : 
But  there  he  doth  not  his  affection  ftay, 
Further  it  tends,  and  further  it  will  ftray. 
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This  man,  not  hauing  learned  to  poffeffe 

With  temperance,  fo  great  a  happineffe. 

Oft  his  affections  grow  to  that  extreame, 

As  well  he  knowes  not  if  he  wake  or  dreame  ; 

Then  doth  his  Lone  (fuch  loue  will  euer  doe  it) 

For  a  Companion  take  in  Fcare  vnto  it. 

A  Fcare  of  lofmg  what  he  loues  fo  much  : 

And  then  the  nature  of  this  Fcare  is  fuch, 

That  it  begets  Snfpecl ;  which  creeping  in, 

Doth  by  a  little  at  the  firft  begin 

To  make  him  doubt,  his  Spoufe  may  loofly  Hue. 

But  then  her  well  knowne  vertuous  mind  doth  giue 

Such  blameleffe  teftimonie  of  her  good, 

As  that  furmife  is  for  a  time  withftood, 

Till  this  difeafe  vpon  him  growes  more  ftrong, 

Then  he  begins  to  thinke  fhe  doth  him  wrong  : 

Which  if  he  doe,  that  one  falfe  thought's  enough 

To  giue  all  former  truths  the  ouerthrowe. 

And  why  ?     Sufpcft  growes  thereupon  fo  great, 

She  thrufts  true  iudgement  quite  befides  her  feat. 

Which  being  done,  then  ftraight  begins  to  wane 

The  good  conceit  he  of  his  bliffe  had  tane  : 

His  onely  labour's  how  to  bring't  about, 

To  be  affur'd  of  what  he  feeketh  out. 

A  Cuckold  he  efleemes  himfelfe  ;  and  he 

Were  e'en  as  good  indeed  a  Cuckold  be  : 

Nay,  rather  then  he'le  be  deceiu'd,  the  elfe 

Will  try  to  make  a  Cuckold  of  himfelfe. 

In  borrowed  fhapes  to  bed  her  he  will  try, 

Sometimes  he  courts  her  by  a  deputy : 

And 
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And  if  all  faile  to  tempt  her  vnto  ill ; 
Yet  he  remaines  himfelfe,  a  Coxcomb  ftill. 
For  if  his  friend  doe  to  his  houfe  repaire, 
He  thinks  'tis  onely  'caufe  his  wife  is  faire : 
Or  if  a  ftranger  come  he'le  pawne  his  life 
All  his  intent  is,  to  corrupt  his  wife  : 
Yea,  though  the  bufmeffe  to  himfelfe  he  finde, 
He  thinks  'tis  but  a  hood  to  keepe  him  blinde. 

Thus  all  the  fweet  he  had  is  turn'd  to  fowre, 
Faine  would  he  thinke  well,  but  hath  not  the  powre ; 
Much  care  torments  his  heart,  and  yet  he  will 
Be  prying  farther  to  encreafe  it  ftill  : 
Yea,  he  will  feeke  although  he  truly  know, 
The  more  he  feekes,  the  more  he  findes  his  woe. 

Befides,  Sufpeft  reuiueth  in  the  head 
All  things  that  may  be  mif-interpreted  ; 
And  the  beft  thought  her  vertue's  like  to  win 
Is  onely  this  ;  Itfentd  to  cloake  her  Jin. 
In  briefe,  his  former  loue  he  marreth  quite, 
And  there  he  lothes,  where  once  he  tooke  delight. 
But  wherefore  ?     Onely  'caufe  he  doth  miftruft, 
And  not  on  any  proofe,  that  fhee's  vniuft. 

Vnhappy  man,  thus  thy  ill  nature  fhall 
Conuert  the  hony  of  thy  life  to  gall. 
And  hapleffe  woman  fhee  that  comes  to  wed 
So  meere  a  fot,  and  fuch  a  iealous  head ; 
An  Owle-eyed  Buzzard,  that  by  day  is  blinde, 
And  fees  not  things  apparant,  yet  can  finde 
That  out  which  neuer  was.     The  feare  to  loofe 
The  lewell  he  aboue  all  lems  did  choofe ; 

That 


106 


79 
Lib.  i.  IEALOVSIE.  Satyr.  7. 

That  feare,  I  fay,  of  wit  doth  fo  bereaue  him, 

He  thinks  that's  gone  which  meanes  not  yet  to  leaue 

Oh  foolifh  man,  that  hauing  gain'd  a  bliffe,  (him. 

Dooft  make't  a  curfe,  by  vfmg  it  amiffe  ; 

If  Judgement  be  not  blinded  in  thee,  looke  ; 

Try  if  thou  haft  not  all  this  while  miftooke  : 

Is  not  thy  wife  ftill  faire  ?  and  to  the  eye 

Seemes  me  not  yet  to  haue  that  modefty 

Thou  didfb  commend  her  for  ?     Is  {he  not  wary 

With  whom  me  walks,  or  fpeakes,  or  where  to  tary  ? 

Is  me  not  ftill  as  carefull  how  to  pleafe  ; 

As  louing  too  as  in  her  former  dayes  ? 

In  {hew  he  fees  it,  but  he  thinks  'tis  fein'd. 

Out  blockifh  dolt,  that  art  moft  iuftly  pain'd  : 

Thou  but  a  few  fuppofed  fhadowes  haft, 

That  makes  thee  to  account  thy  wife  vnchaft ; 

But  many  firme  fubftantiall  proofes  make  cleare 

That  fhee's  vnftain'd,  and  ought  to  be  as  deare 

As  e'er  me  was  :  Why  then  mould  faults  in  thee 

Make  her  feeme  euill  vntill  fuch  me  bee  ? 

A  woman  that  is  faire,  mail  much  be  view'd, 
And  haue  perhaps  vnlook't-for  fauours  mew'd. 
She  mall  be  courted  wher'er  me  will  or  no  f 
Nay,  be  reforted  too  :  and  though  me  fhow 
Scarcely  fo  much  as  common  curtefies, 
She  mall  be  cenfur'd  by  mifmdging  eyes, 
And  falfe  reports  will  flie  :  But  what  of  this  ? 
Wilt  thou  that  haft  had  triall  what  fhe  is, 
And  neuer  knew' ft  her  erre,  wilt  thou,  I  fay, 
Caft  all  the  good  conceit  thou  hadft  away, 
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And  ftraight  grow  iealous,  trufting  the  furmife 
Of  the  lew'd  Vtilgar  more  then  thine  owne  eyes  ? 
It  were  mad  folly  :  and  yet  I  doe  knowe 
Some  that  are  thus  befotted  :  more's  their  woe. 
And pitty  'twere  hit  they  had  horned  him, 
Were't  not  a  greater  pittie  fo  to  fmne. 

Should  you  but  fit  with  fuch  a  one  at  Table, 
To  hold  from  laughter  you  were  fcarcely  able, 
To  fee  what  note  the  iealous-Wood-cocke  takes 
Of  his  Wiues  words,  and  euerie  looke  fhee  makes  ; 
In  what  a  feare  he  eates  his  meat,  and  drinkes, 
What  fignes  he  vfes,  how  he  nods  and  winkes, 
With  twenty  fcuruy  geftures  ;  though  he  fee 
No  reafon  he  fhould  fo  fufpicious  be. 
Now  fome  haue  caufe  enough,  and  I  beleeue 
Such  feeme  to  haue  a  colour  why  they  greeue. 
But  yet  there's  no  iuft  reafon  any  one 
Should  ouer-ftriue  to  hold  what  will  be  gone, 
Vexing  himfelfe  fo  for  anothers  ill, 
Which  he  can  neuer  helpe.     Let  him  that  will. 
This  I  know  true  ;  To  feeke  much  to  reftraine 
A  woman's  will,  is  labour  fpent  in  vaine  ; 
And  he  that  tryes  to  doe  it,  might  haue  bin 
One  of  the  crew  that  hedg'd  the  cuckow  in. 
Why  fhould  a  man  goe  put  himfelfe  to  paine, 
As  fome  haue  done,  a  bufmeffe  to  faine  ? 
And  then  at  night  come  lurke  about  his  houfe, 
Where,  be  it  but  the  fbirring  of  a  Moufe, 
He  doth  obferue  it :  Wherefore  doth  he  fo  ? 
Since,  if  thereby  he  ought  amiffe  doe  know, 
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The  greateft  good  that  he  fhall  hereby  find, 
Is  more  vexation  to  moleft  his  mind  : 
For  then  the  mifchiefe  he  but  fear'd  before, 
Hee's  certaine  of,  and  need  not  doubt  it  more. 
A  goodly  meed  :  but  fure  thofe  wretched  elues, 
Take  pleafure  in  tormenting  of  themfelues. 
They  harken,  watch,  fet  fpies,  and  alway  long 
To  heare  fome  tales  or  inkling  of  their  wrong. 
And  he  that  can  but  whifper  fome  fuch  fable, 
Shall  be  the  welcom'ft  gueft  that  fits  at  Table. 
(Though  it  be  ne'er  fo  falfe )  they  lone  fo  well, 
To  feele  the  torture  of  this  earthly  hell. 
But  I  doe  mufe  what  Diuell  keepes  their  heart, 
They  mould  affecl;  the  caufers  of  their  fmart ; 
Thofe  euer-buzzing-deadly-ftinging  flies  ; 
Thofe  that  of  Ecchocs  only  can  deuife 
A  flander  'gainft  thy  felfe.     What  ere  they  fay, 
Thy  loue  from  her  thou  muft  not  draw  away 
On  bare  reports.     Thou  muft  behold  the  crime, 
Or  keepe  her  as  thy  beft  belou'd  her  time. 
Better  or  worfe,  thou  furely  muft  abide  her, 
Till  from  thy  felfe  the  death  of  One  diuide  her. 
Then  tell  me,  were  it  not  ( by  much)  leffe  paine  ? 
A  good  opinion  of  her  to  retaine  ? 
Could'ft  thou  not  be  contented  by  thy  will, 
At  leaft,  to  thinke,  that  me  were  honeft  ftill  ? 
Yes  in  thy  heart  I  know  thou  would'ft  be  glad, 
Vnleffe  that  thou  wert  void  of  fenfe,  or  mad. 
Why,  make  off  all  thefe  claw-backs  then,  that  vfe 
Thy  foone-beleeuing  nature  to  abufe  ; 
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For  ftruft  me)  they  are  but  fome  fpightfull  elues, 
Who  'caufe  they  haue  not  the  like  bliffe  themfelues, 
Would  faine  marre  thine  ;  or  elfe  I  dare  be  bold, 
If  thou  the  truth  couldft  warily  vnfould, 
They  are  fome  luft-ftung  Villaines,  that  did  court 
Thy  honeft  wife  to  fome  vnlawfull  fport : 
And  finding  her  too  chafte  to  ferue  their  turne, 
Whofe  euill  hearts  with  foule  defires  did  burne ; 
To  fpight  her  (beeing  farre  more  euill  doores 
Then  Daniels  Elders,  faire  Sufannaes  wooers) 
To  thee  they  doe  accufe  her  of  an  ill, 
Whereto  they  labour'd  to  allure  her  will. 

Let  me  aduife  thee  then,  what  e're  he  be 
That  of  fuch  dealings  firft  informeth  thee, 
Belieue  him  not,  what  proofes  foe'er  he  bring, 
Doe  not  giue  eare  to  him  for  any  thing : 
And  though  he  be  the  neereft  friend  thou  haft, 
From  fuch  like  knowledge  fhut  all  fenfe  vp  faft  ; 
Fly  and  auoyd  him  as  thou  wouldft  the  Diuell, 
Or  one  that  brings  thee  meffages  of  euill. 
Let  him  be  to  thee  as  thy  deadlieft  foe, 
A  Fury,  or  fome  one  thou  loath'ft  to  know. 
And  be  affured  whatfoe'er  he  fhewes 
He  is  no  friend  of  thine  that  brings  that  newes  : 
Sith  if  that  thou  wert  his  moft  deadly  foe  ; 
For  any  wrong  it  were  reuenge  enough. 

Now  fome  men  I  haue  noted,  loue  as  well 
The  Husbands  faults  vnto  the  Wife  to  tell, 
And  aggrauate  them  too  :  as  if  therby 
They  either  meant  to  feed  their  lealoufie, 
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Or  elfe  ftirre  vp  their  vnbefeeming  hates, 
Againft  their  guiltleffe  welbeloued  mates. 
But  of  thefe  monfters  (faireft  fexe)  beware, 
Of  their  infmuations  haue  a  care  : 
Beleeue  them  not,  they  will  coyne  tales  vntrue, 
To  fowe  foule  ftrife  betwixt  your  loues  and  you 
Out  of  ill-will :  or  elfe  heere  is  my  doome, 
They  hope  to  get  into  your  Husbands  roome, 
Through  the  aduantage  of  the  difcontent 
They  would  worke  in  you.     But  this  their  intent 
They'l  fo  difguife,  that  you  fhall  neuer  fpy  it 
Till  you  are  fnar'd  too  furely  to  deny  it. 

But  oh  !  confider  you,  whofe  excellence 
Had  rcafon  able  once  for  difference, 
This  Pajfion  well :  if  ill  your  Spoufes  do, 
Amend  your  felues,  and  they'l  grow  better  too. 
Looke  not  vpon  them  with  ore-blinded  eyes, 
Nor  grieue  you  them  with  caufeleffe  lealoufies  : 
For  moft  of  them  haue  euer  this  condition, 
Though  they  are  bad,  they  cannot  brook  Sufpicion. 
Striue  not  with  them  too  much  ;  for  as  the  Powder 
Beeing  faft  ftopt,  makes  the  report  the  lowder, 
Sending  the  bullet  with  the  greater  force : 
So  he  that  feeks  to  barre  a  womans  courfe, 
Makes  her  more  eager,  and  can  ne'er  out-fbriue  her, 
But  onjlte  will,  bccanfe  the  Diudl  doth  driue  her. 

Let  thofe  then  that  thus  matched  are,  begin 
By  loue,  and  gentle  meanes,  their  wiues  to  win. 
And  though  no  hope  they  fee,  yet  patience  take, 
So  there  is  none  fhall  know  their  heads  doe  ake. 
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And  let  all  wary  be,  that  no  furmifes, 

Or  flying  tale  fome  enuious  head  deuifes, 

Make  them  to  wrong  their  chafte  and  modeft  wiues, 

Who  haue  with  vertue  led  vnfpotted  Hues : 

For  though  fome  ftand  vnmoou'd,  yet  that's  the  way 

To  make  a  woman  fooneft  goe  aftray. 

And  fo  I  will  conclude  thefe  factious  humours, 
Which  part  I  found  b'experience,  part  by  rumors ; 
I  feele  it  not,  yet  know  it  is  a  fmart 
That  plagues  the  minde  ;  and  doth  torment  the  hart : 
And  I  could  wifh,  but  for  the  others  fake, 
Their  thought-tormenting paine  might  neuer  flake  : 
For,  none's  fo  iealous  I  durft  pawne  my  life, 
As  he  that  hath  defil'd  anothers  wife. 
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BVt  how  mi  ft  I  of  Auaricc  to  tell, 
Whofe  longing  is  as  infinite  as  Hell  / 
There  is  no  Paffwii  that's  more  vile  or  bafe, 
And  yet  as  common  as  to  haue  a  face, 
I  mufe  it  fcap't  fo  long  ;  for  He  be  plaine, 
I  no  where  looke,  but  there  I  fee  it  raigne. 
In  all  this  fpacious  Round  I  know  fo  few 
That  can  \X\\sJlauiJJi  dunghill-vice  efchew  ; 
I  neither  will  excufe  fexe  nor  degree, 
Young  folkes,  nor  fuch  as  middle-aged  be. 
Nay,  I  perceiue  them  giuen  mofb  to  craue, 
When  they  had  need  to  dig  themfelues  a  graue. 
Like  Earth-bred  Moles,  ftill  fcrambling  in  the  duft. 
Not  for  the  treafure  that  mail  neuer  ruft, 
But  for  vile  cankred  droffe  is  all  their  care  ; 
As  if  the  fame  their  Summuin  bonuui  were  : 
When  all  that  they  haue  with  their  labour  bought 
(  If  well  confider'd  )  is  not  worth  a  thought. 

I  haue  knowne  Chuffes,  that  hauing  well  to  Hue, 
Sufficient  alfo,  both  to  lend  and  giue, 
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Yet  natheleffe,  toyle,  moyle,  and  take  more  paine 
Than  a  lewes  bond-flaue,  or  a  Moore  in  Spaine. 
All  day  they  brooke  the  raine,  haile,  froft,  and  fnow, 
And  then,  as  if  they  had  not  drudg'd  enough, 
They  lie  and  thinke  all  night  with  care  and  forrow, 
How  they  may  take  as  little  reft  to  morrow. 

'Tis  ftrange  their  mindes  fo  much  for  gold  doth  itch, 
And  being  gotten,  that  it  fhould  bewitch : 
For  'tis  by  nature  in  a  prifon  pent, 
Vnder  our  feet  i'th  bafeft  Element ; 
And  fhould  we  pluck't  from  dungeon,  filth  and  mire, 
To  giue't  the  chiefeft  feat  in  our  defire ; 
'Twere  want  of  iudgement :  which  braue  fpirits  know, 
Counting  it  bafe,  with  thofe  that  prize  it  fo. 

I'ue  heard  thofe  fay  that  trauell  to  the  Weft 
Whence  this  beloued  mettall  is  encreaft 
That  in  the  places  where  fuch  Minerals  be, 
Is  neither  graffe,  nor  hearbe,  nor  plant,  nor  tree. 
And  like  enough  ;  for  this  at  home  I  finde, 
Thofe  who  too  earnestly  imploy  the  minde 
About  that  tram,  haue  hearts  (I  dare  vpholdj 
As  barraine  as  the  place  where  men  dig  gold. 

This  humour  hath  no  bounds  ;  'tis  a  defire 
(  Or  difeafe  rather)  nothing  can  expire  : 
'Tis  Hell,  for  had  it  all  the  world,  why  yet 
'Twould  long  as  much  as  if  't  had  ne'er  a  whit ; 
And  I  with  pity  doe  lament  their  paine 
Who  haue  this  neuer-quenched  thirft  of  gaine  ; 
This  euer-gaping-whirle-poole,  that  receiues 
Still,  yet  the  felfe-fame  roome  ftill  empty  leaues, 
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Hee's  mad  that  food  to  fuch  a  Vulture  giues 
That's  neuer  full :  and  e'en  as  good  fill  fmcs, 
Or  veffels  bottom eleffe,  as  ftill  endeauor 
To  gorge  a  Monfter  that  will  hunger  euer. 
All  that  man  can  performe  will  be  in  vaine, 
And  longing  will  for  euermore  remaine  : 
Like  thofe  foule  iffues  that  muft  ftill  haue  vent, 
Till  ftrength  of  nature  and  the  life  be  fpent. 
It  makes  men  tyre  themfelues,  like  him  that  drinks 
Brine,  or  falt-water  ;  and  ftill  thereby  thinks 
To  flake  his  thirft,  although  he  feele  it  more 
Augmented,  at  each  draught  then  'twas  before. 
Yea,  wealth  doth  as  much  leffen  this  defire 
Of  Auaricc  in  men,  as  flames  of  fire 
Alay  the  heat.     Befides,  though  they  haue  ftore, 
This  makes  them  to  themfelues  exceeding  poore. 
And  howfoeuer  they  may  feeme,  yet  fuch 
Vntill  their  dying-day  are  neuer  rich. 
They  very  feldome  haue  refpect  or  care 
To  Promife  or  Religion  :  they'l  not  fpare 
To  wrong  their  neighbour,  friend,  or  God  himfelfe, 
Thereby  to  adde  vnto  their  curfed  pelfe. 

They  neither  reuerence  the  right  of  lawes  ; 
Nor  are  they  touched  with  the  poore  mans  caufe. 
They  could  be  well  content  to  fhed  their  bloods, 
Lofe  Soule  and  Heauen,  but  to  faue  their  goods. 
To  talke  to  them  of  better  things  'twere  vaine, 
For  they  are  onely  capable  of  gaine. 
They  neuer  liue  in  \x\\zfociety, 
Nor  know  they  frieiid/hip,  loue,  or  pietie. 
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And  in  a  word,  thofe  that  are  thereby  led, 

Neuer  doe  good  till  they  be  Jicke  or  dead. 

And  therefore  with  thofe  vermine  we  may  place  them 

That  ferue  vs  to  no  vfe,  till  we  vncafe  them. 

And  I'ue  obferu'd,  that  fuch  mens  children  be 

Borne  many  times  to  greateft  mifery. 

For  they  haue  neither  meanes  nor  education, 

According  to  their  Kindred,  State  or  Nation  ; 

Whereby  we  fee  that  they  doe  often  run 

Into  vile  actions,  and  are  quite  vndone. 

And  then  perhaps  the  Parent  grieues  at  this, 

But  ne'er  confiders  that  his  fault  it  is. 

'Tis  greedineffe  that  makes  a  man  a  flaue 
To  that  which  for  his  feruant  he  fhould  haue  : 
And  teaches  him  oft  to  efteeme  of  more 
The  vicious  Rich-man,  then  the  honejl poore, 

How  many  in  the  world  now  could  I  name, 
Iniurious  villaines  :  that  but  to  defame 
Or  fpight  their  neighbour,  would  their  God  forfweare, 
As  if  they  thought  that  no  damnation  were  ? 
( Prouided,  when  they  thus  their  confcience  ftrainej 
It  be  out  of  a  hatred,  or  for  gaine. 
Yea,  there  be  idle  theeuing  Drones  a  many, 
That  haue  no  Vertue  (nor  will  ne'er  haue  any ) 
That  for  their  wealth  mall  highly  be  refpefted, 
When  honeft  men  ftheir  betters,)  are  neglected  : 
And  then  we  alfo  fee  that  moft  men  do 
Impofe  fuch  worthy  titles  on  them  too, 
That  fuch  bafe  fcummes  mall  oft  intreated  be 
With  Good  your  worjhip,  and  with  cap  and  knee. 
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But  fure  the  World  is  now  become  a  Gull, 
To  thinke  fuch  fcoundrels  can  be  worfhipfull. 
For,  in  thefe  dayes,  if  men  haue  gotten  riches, 
Though  they  be  Hangmen,  Vfurers,  or  Witches, 
Diuels  incarnate,  fuch  as  haue  no  fhame, 
To  act  the  thing  that  I  fhould  blufli  to  name  ; 
Doth  that  difgrace  them  any  whit  ?     Fie  no, 
The  World  ne'er  meant  to  vfe  her  Minions  fo. 
There  is  no  fhame  for  Rich-men  in  thefe  times, 
For  wealth  will  feme  to  couer  any  crimes. 
Wert  thou  a  crooke-backt  dwarfe,  deform'd  in  fhape, 
TJicrfitcs  like,  condition'd  like  an  Ape  ; 
Didft  ncuer  doe  a  deed  a  good  man  ought, 
Nor  fpake  true  word,  nor  hadft  an  honcft  thought  ; 
If  thou  be  rich,  and  hap  to  difagree 
With  one  that's  poore,  although  indeed  he  be 
In  euery  part  a  man  ;  and  hath  a  Spirit 
That's  truely  noble,  worthy  well  to  merit 
Euen  praife  of  Enuy  ;  yet  if  thou  wilt  fecme 
A  man  farre  worthier,  and  of  more  efteeme, 
Although  thou  canft  inuent  no  meanes  to  blame  him, 
Yet  I  can  tell  a  tricke  how  thou  fhalt  fhame  him  : 
And  that's  but  this  ;  Report  that  he  is  poore, 
And  there  is  no  way  to  difgrace  him  more. 
For,  fo  this  PaJJion  doth  mens  Judgement  blinde, 
That  him  in  whom  they  moft  perfection  finde, 
If-fo  he  be  not  rich,  they  count  him  bafe  ; 
And  oft  hee's  faine  to  giue  a  Villaine  place. 

Moreouer,  the  defire  to  gaine  this  pelfe, 
Makes  many  a  braue  man  to  forget  himfelfe. 
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Some  I  haue  known  that  for  their  worthy  parts, 

Their  vertue,  and  their  skill  in  many  Arts, 

Deferued  honour  ;  and  (if  any  can 

ludge  by  the  outward  looke,  the  inward  man) 

They  to  command  men  (you  would  think)  were  born, 

And  feem'd  a  flauifh  feruitude  to  fcorne. 

Yet  haue  I  feene  when  fuch  as  thefe  (alas  ! ) 

In  hope  of  gaine  haue  croucht  vnto  an  Affe ; 

Obferu'd  a  Dolt,  and  much  debas't  their  merits 

To  men  of  vulgar  and  ignoble  fpirits. 

How  many  of  our  fineft  wits  haue  fpent 
Their  times  and  ftudies  in  meere  complement ; 
Greafmg  with  praifes  many  a  fat-fed  Bore, 
Of  whom  the  world  hath  thought  too  well  before  ? 
How  many  now  that  follow'd  Mars  his  troope, 
Whom  force  of  death  could  neuer  make  to  fhoope : 
How  many  alfo  of  our  graue  Diuines, 
That  mould  feeke  treafure  not  in  earthly  Mines, 
Defcend  to  bafeneffe,  and  againft  the  haire ; 
(As  goes  the  common  prouerb)  can  fpeake  fairel 
Flatter  for  gaine,  and  humour  fuch  bafe  groomes 
As  are  not  worthy  of  their  horfe-boyes  roomes  ? 
They  wrong  themfelues  :  but  thofe  are  counted  wife 
That  now  adayes  know  how  to  temporize. 
Yet  I  abhorr'd  it  euer  ;  and  I  vow ; 
Ere  I  to  any  golden  Calfe  will  bow, 
Flatter  againft  my  confcience,  or  elfe  fmother 
What  were  to  be  reueal'd,  to  pleafe  another  : 
Ere  I  for  gaine  would  fawne  vpon  a  Clowne, 
Or  feed  Great  fooles  with  tales  of  the  renowne 
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Of  their  reputed  fathers,  when  (God  mend  them) 

Themfelues  haue  nothing  why  we  fhould  commend 

Or  e're  I'de  coyne  a  lye,  be't  ne'er  fo  frnall,         (them  : 

For  e're  a  bragging  TJirafo  of  them  all 

In  hope  of  profit ;  I'de  giue  vp  my  play, 

Begin  to  labour  for  a  groat  a  day  ; 

In  no  more  clothing  then  a  mantle  goe  ; 

And  feed  on  Sham-rootcs,  as  the  IriJJi  doe. 

For  what  contentment  can  in  riches  be, 

Vnleffe  the  body  and  the  minde  be  free  ? 

But  tufli :  what's  freedom  ?  looke  where  gold  beares 
It  takes  all  care  of  what  is  fit  away  ;  (fway, 

Corrupts  the  Judgement,  and  can  make  the  lawes 
Oft-times  to  fauour  an  vngodly  caufe. 

Moreouer,  worldly  men  doe  fo  affecl, 
Where  wealth  abounds,  and  beare  fo  much  refpecl: 
To  thofe  that  haue  it,  that  their  vice  they  deeme 
To  be  a  vertue,  and  fo  make  it  feeme. 
For,  fay  they  vfe  extortion,  no  men  more, 
Vndoe  their  Country,  hurt  and  wrong  the  poore, 
Be  fuch  damn'd  Vfurers,  they  keepe  a  houfe 
That  yeelds  not  crummes  enow  to  feed  a  Moufe  ; 
Yet  they'l  not  fay  they  are  couetous  ;  oh  no, 
But  thrifty  and  good  wary  men,  or  fo. 

Another,  though  in  pride  he  doe  excell ; 
Be  more  ambitious  then  the  Prince  of  Hell  ; 
If  his  apparell  be  in  part  like  vs, 
Italian,  Spanifh,  French,  and  Barbarous  ; 
Although  it  be  of  twenty  feuerall  fafhions, 
All  borrowed  from  as  many  feuerall  Nations  ; 
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Yet  hee's  not  vaine,  nor  proud  ;  What  is  he  than  ? 
Marry  a  propper,  fine,  neat  Gentleman. 

Or  if  he  be  a  Ruffian  than  can  fwagger, 
Make  flrange  Brauadoes,  weare  an  Ale-houfe  dagger ; 
Indeed  of  Valour,  quarrelling  profeffe, 
Turne  Hofpitality  to  lewd  exceffe  ; 
Quaffe  Soule-ficke-healths  vntill  his  eyes  doe  ftare, 
Sing  baudy  Songs,  and  Rounds,  and  curfe  and  fweare  ; 
Though  he  vfe  gaming,  as  the  Cards  and  Dice, 
So  out  of  meafure  that  he  mak't  a  vice  ; 
Conuert  his  houfe  into  a  loathfome  ftewes, 
Keepe  Whores,  and  Knaues,  and  Baudes  ( and  that's  no 
Yet  if  he  be  a  rich  man,  what  is  he  ?  newesj 

A  rude  ranke  Ruffian,  if  he  aske  of  me. 
A  Ruffian  ?     Gup  lack-fauce-boxe  with  a  wannion, 
Nay,  hee's  a  merry  and  a  boone  Companion. 
This  is  the  worlds  milde  Cenfure.     Yet  befide, 
Another  quality  I  haue  efpide  : 
For  that  difeafe  in  which  they  fhun  the  poore, 
They  doe  abhorre  a  rich  man  nere  the  more. 

Him  I  haue  knowne  that  hath  difdain'd  to  fup 
Water,  or  Beere  out  of  a  poore  mans  cup, 
For  feare  of  poyfoning,  or  fome  thing  as  bad, 
Although  he  knew  no  mallady  he  had  ; 
Yet  haue  I  often  feene  that  curious  Affe 
Pledging  a  rich-man  in  the  felfe-fame  glaffe, 
When  he  hath  knowne  the  party  fweating  lie 
Of  the  abhorred  French  foule  malady. 
Which  proues  this  Prouerbe  true  ;  Birds  of  a  feather 
Will  fear elejfe  vfe  to  flocke  and  feed  together. 
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But  I  oft  wonder  and  doe  yet  admire, 
Men  hunt  for  riches  with  fuch  ftrange  defire. 
For,  being  once  poffeft  thereof,  it  fils 
The  owners  of  it  with  a  thoufand  ils, 
More  than  they  can  conceiue.     For  firft  \ve  finde 
It  choakes  and  marr's  the  vertue  of  the  minde. 
Then  (by  much  bufmeffe)  it  brings  annoyes 
Vnto  the  minde  ;  and  hinders  truer  ioyes 
From  feating  there :  and  though  fome  flormes  it  cleare, 
It  driues  men  into  flouds  of  greater  feare  : 
That  oft  the  Rich  are  more  in  forrow  toft, 
Then  thofe  that  haue  no  riches  to  be  loft. 

But  further  ;  ouer  and  aboue  all  this, 
Hence  a  much  greater  difaduantage  is. 
It  makes  vs  to  growe  Arrogant,  Vniuft  ; 
Drawes  vnto  pleafure,  and  prouokes  to  luft  ; 
More  powerfull  in  a  deed  of  villanie, 
Than  helpfull  in  a  worke  of  honefty. 
It  nere  contents  the  owners  that  enioy  it ; 
And  thofe  that  haue  it,  many  times  imploy  it 
To  corrupt  luftice  ;  or  elfe  to  allure 
Matrons,  or  Virgins,  to  an  a6l  impure. 
It  hireth  murtherers  ;  makes  men  feditious. 
Full  of  fufpecl  and  enuy,  or  ambitious  : 
It  breedeth  claw-backs,  pick-thanks,  flattery, 
Makes  many  theeues,  and  caufeth  perinry. 
It  hinders  knowledge  ;  for  moft  that  haue  lands, 
Liue  neither  by  their  wifedome  nor  their  hands  ; 
But  following  (loth  and  pleafure,  hate  the  fchooles, 
To  leaue  much  wealth  vnto  a  race  of  fooles. 
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This  is  the  fruit  of  riches,  which  alone 
Is  now  the  faire  reward,  that  euery  one 
Endeauours  for ;  and  that  which  to  attaine, 
(Or  keepe  once  gotten)  none  refufeth  paine, 
Labour,  nor  danger,  nay  all  men  expreffe 
In  the  purfute  thereof,  fuch  earneftneffe  ; 
As  if,  that  onely,  did  indeed  appeare 
The  fpeciall  end  that  they  were  plac't  for  heere. 

Oh  Gold,  what  mortall  god  is  fo  diuine ! 
What  beauty  is  there  fo  ador'd  as  thine  ? 
The  faireft  creature  neuer  fo  much  moou'd, 
As  that  it  was  of  euery  one  belou'd. 
The  little  Infant  in  his  cradle  lying, 
On  promife  of  a  penny  ftayes  his  crying. 
Thofe  that  in  youth  for  nothing  feem  to  care, 
To  keep  thee  ftill  their  friend,  refpe6liue  are. 
Old  dotards  almoft  dropt  into  the  graue, 
That  neither  fenfe  of  fight  nor  hearing  haue, 
Are  by  their  touching  thee  preferu'd  aliue, 
And  will  maintaine  thou  art  reftoratiue. 
Fooles  that  know  nothing,  know  the  vfe  of  thee, 
And  for  thy  fake  will  oft  perfwaded  be. 
The  wife  men  of  the  world  that  difapproue 
Young  mens  affe6lions,  and  make  fcoffes  at  loue ; 
He,  who  out  of  his  Judgement  calls  him  Affe, 
That  dotes  vpon  the  beauty  of  a  face, 
Can  play  the  Idiot  twice  as  much  himfelfe, 
By  doting  on  a  heape  of  durty  pelfe. 

Nay  further,  to  their  confcience  I  apppeale 
That  feeme  nought  elfe  almoft  butfait/i  and  zeale, 
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Whether  with  all  their  fhow  oifanftitie, 
They  doe  not  oft  commit  Idolatrie, 
And  this  great  Mammon  fecretly  adore  : 
I  feare  they  doe,  and  more  his  helpe  implore 
Then  their  Creator's.     For  this  curfed  Riches 
So  much  the  Soule  of  euery  man  bewitches, 
That  very  oft  times  they  forgetfull  be 
Of  what  befeemes  profeffion  and  degree. 

What  Hee,  on  earth  ;  fo  great  or  mighty  is, 
(Or  who  fo  proud)  that  will  not  bow  to  this  ? 
Where's  he  though  Noble  that  will  now  difdaine 
To  be  a  futer  for  his  priuate  gaine  ? 
See  we  not  thofe  that  feem'd  to  looke  more  hie, 
Turne  all  their  worfliip  to  this  Dcitic  ? 
It  is  apparant,  Great-men  that  were  wont 
For  honour  onely,  in  times  paft  to  hunt, 
Both  pawne  and  forfeit  it  for  Riches  fake  : 
And  they  whofe  glory  'twas  to  vndertake 
Such  things  as  might  their  Country  benefit, 
Seeke  rather  now  how  they  may  begger  it. 

What  Monopolies,  what  new  tricks  can  they 
Finde  to  encreafe  their  profit  euery  day  ? 
What  Rafcall  poling  futes  doe  they  deuife, 
To  adde  new  Summes  vnto  their  Treafuries  ? 
Which  had  their  nobler  Predeceffors  fought, 
Such  meanes  of  gaine  for  euer  had  been  thought 
Difhonour,  and  a  flaine  of  Infamie, 
Enough  to  taint  their  whole  Pofteritie. 
And  then,  befide  their  euer  fhameleffe  crauing, 
They  oft  times  alfo  are  as  bafely  failing  : 
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And  fo  much  doth  their  Auarice  abate 
Of  that  becomming  and  commended  ftate  ( them 

Which  their  forefathers  kept ;  they  would  not  knowe 
(If  they  were  liuing)  or  for  fhame  not  owe  them. 

Thofe,  that  haue  much  on  Ancient  gentry  flood, 
And  will  to  this  day  glory  in  their  bloud, 
Doe  not  difdaine  (if  there  be  wealth)  to  grace 
With  their  dear'fl  iffue,  fome  rank  peafants  race. 
Or  take  himfelfe  (if  there  be  wealth  to  wedj 
An  old  Mechanick  widdow  to  his  bed. 
The  childe  for  this,  the  parent  will  vndoe  : 
And  parents  fell  the  childs  contentment  too. 
It  is  of  power  fufficient  to  prefer 
The  vntaught  fonne  of  a  rude  Scauenger, 
To  fome  Lords  daughter,  &  in  twelue-months  can 
Make  a  known  peafant  deem'd  a  Gentleman  : 
Beare  Armes  confirm'd,  and  fliew  a  pedegree 
Shall  from  before  the  Norman  Conquefl  be. 
And  in  his  pride,  fome  one  for  gentry  braue, 
Vnto  whofe  father,  his,  was  fworne  a  flaue. 

Nay  fo  much  fway  the  loue  of  gold  doth  beare, 
He  that  but  fonne  vnto  the  Hangman  were, 
A  noted  villaine  of  as  falfe  a  heart ; 
As  euer  rode  to  Tiburne  in  a  Cart, 
One  whom  that  place  had  long  time  groaned  for, 
And  all  men  as  earth's  fcum  did  moft  abhor ; 
Yet  if  this  Rake-hell  could  but  thriue  fo  much 
By  any  villanie,  as  to  be  rich, 
One  yeare  or  two  would  not  alone  agen 
Get  him  more  credit  then  three  honeft  men ; 
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But  great  ones  would  falute  and  fpeak  him  faire, 
Labour  how  they  might  be  infcrib'd  his  heire  ; 
And  flill  obferue  him  fo  obfequioufly, 
As  if  the  world  within  his  gift  did  lie. 

Or  which  is  more,  he  that  once  fcorn'd  to  fee 
Himfelfe  attended,  by  fuch  groomes  as  he, 
Will  yeeld  this  beaft  his  onely  child  mould  wed, 
And  force  her  peraduenture  to  his  bed. 
Where,  fpight  of  Vertue,  this  damn'd  Ruffian  mall 
Vnworthily,  enioy  a  bliffe,  which  all 
The  moft  deferuing  of  the  Land  would  wooe. 
(And,  when  he  hath  her  once,  defpife  her  too) 
But  doubtlcffe,  if  he  can  but  at  his  death, 
When  he  is  forc't  to  leaue  the  world,  bequeath 
A  petty  legacy  vnto  the  poore  ; 
Somewhat  to  flay  the  rayling  of  his  whore  ; 
And  leaue  rich  heires  behind  :  why  then  the  Affe, 
On  a  faire  pile  of  Marble,  leat,  and  Braffe, 
Shall  haue  a  Table,  faire  engrau'd,  to  fliew 
A  Catalogue  of  Vertues  he  nere  knew. 

Thus  much  can  gold  performe,  and  fuch  you  fee 
The  goodly  fruits  of  this  foule  PaJJion  be  : 
That  were  there  not  a  greater  power  which  ftill 
A  fecret  iudgement  heaped  on  this  ill  ; 
It  were  enough  to  make  all  men  defpife 
The  loue  of  Vertue,  and  nought  elfe  deuife 
Saue  to  be  rich  :  which  way,  they  foone  may  find, 
That  thereto  onely,  do  apply  the  mind. 

But  as  herein  men  often  doe  amiffe, 
So  erre  they  in  the  oppofite  to  this  ; 
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The  Prodigall  runnes  out  as  farre  aftray 
From  this  abfurdity  another  way. 
And  e'en  as  greedy  men  are  fet  on  fire 
With  an  vnquenched  and  a  foule  defire 
Of  hourding  Riches  (God  in  heauen  amend  theni) 
So  doth  he  ftriue  and  hie  as  faft  to  fpend  them. 
And  as  the  firft  in  elder  folkes  is  ftronger, 
This  raignes  moft  violently  in  the  younger. 
Their  humor's  diuerfe.     Some  vaine-glorious  Affes, 
Confum't  in  ga\vdy  cloathes,  and  Looking-glaffes  ; 
Others  blowne  vp  Jene  with  the  felfe-fame  bellowes, 
Seeke  to  obtaine  the  loue  of  all  good-fellowes  ; 
Thefe  at  the  Ale-houfe  haue  their  daily  pots, 
Though  they  be  there  or  no  :  And  looke  what  fhots 
Are  in  their  prefence  fpent,  though  ne'er  fo  many, 
He  doth  them  wrong  that  thinks  to  pay  a  penny. 
Thefe  feaft  at  Tauernes  their  fuppofed  friends, 
That  pay  with  Thanks,  We  ne'er  JJiall  make  amends. 
Yea,  and  in  more  things  they  haue  lauifh  bin  ; 
But  thofe  are  paths  I'ue  no  experience  in. 
Yet  fuch  no  doubt  ere  many  yeeres  be  paft, 
Will  wifh  that  they  had  held  their  purfes  faft, 
When  for  their  kindneffe  and  their  former  cheere, 
They  hardly  fhall  procure  a  cup  of  Beere. 
But  there  muft  needs  be  fome  men  borne  thereto, 
Or  how  the  Diuelljhall  oztr  Jharkers  doe  ? 
Yet  can  I  not  fay  rightly  that  thefe  be 
From  Auarice  and  greedineffe  quite  free  : 
For  though  they  doe  confume  it  knauifhly, 
And  fpend  it  on  vaine  pleafures  lauifhly, 
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They  gladly  would  their  euill  courfe  maintaine, 
And  therefore  ouer-ilip  no  meanes  of  gaine. 

Some  haue  bin  forc't  to  (through  this  indifcretion) 
Secret  and  open  Robberies  ;  Oppreffion  ; 
And  diuers  tricks  :  which,  fhow  the  Spending  vice 
May  haue  a  reference  to  Auarice. 

Others  there  are  ( but  few )  who  hauing  ftore, 
Neglect  their  wealth,  and  rather  would  be  poore  ; 
And  why  ?     It  flops  the  way  to  heauen  they  fay  : 
Sure  beeing  mifimployed,  fo  it  may  : 
And  therefore,  rather  then  they  fhould  abufe  it, 
'Twere  good  they  had  it  that  know  how  to  vfe  it. 
For  fuch  are  lightly  weake  in  refolution, 
And  men  but  of  a  fimple  conftitution  ; 
Or  elfe  by  fome  feducing  Villaine  taught, 
That  their  goods  rather  then  their  good  haue  fought. 

Now  I  fuppofe  the  man  that  well  obtaines 
His  wealth,  and  in  an  honeft  calling  gaines, 
More  wifedome  fhewes  in  vfmg  it  aright, 
Than  fuch  a  Cynicke  that  contemnes  it  quite  ; 
Men  will  be  in  extreames  ;  but  fure  the  leffe 
Is  to  neglect  wealth  :  for  much  greedineffe 
Makes  not  the  body  onely  leane  and  foule, 
But  alfo  fpreads  infection  to  his  foule, 
And  clogs  her  fo  with  things  of  no  account, 
That  fhe  is  ouer-poyz'd  too  much  to  mount. 
But  thofe  men  that  to  goe  aftray  are  loth, 
Muft  vfe  endeauours  to  auoid  them  both. 
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OF    AMBITION. 

SATYR.    9. 

HEere  next  to  be  arraign'd  a  Monfter  ftands, 
Worfe  then  the  Giant  with  the  hundred  hands. 
Stay  you  that  feeke  or  loue  the  peace  of  man, 
And  Tie  defcribe  his  nature  if  I  can. 
This  is  the  fame  which  we  doe  call  Ambition, 
The  principalleft  ftirrer  of  fedition. 
'Tis  a  proud  humour,  which  doth  euer  fearch 
The  Jlout-higk-minded,  and  attempts,  to  pearch 
In  men  of  fpirit.     It  doth  farre  furmount 
The  force  of  Loue  ;  and  makes  but  fmall  account 
Of  nature  or  Religion.     Tis  not  law, 
Nor  Confcience,  that  can  keepe  this  fiend  in  awe. 

It  is  fuppofed  that  it  hath  no  bound  ; 
For  neuer  was  there  limit  in  it  found. 
And  fuch  are  thofe  in  whom  it  ouer-fwayes, 
No  ftrength  of  reafon  their  afpiring  ftayes, 
Till  like  the  fire,  whofe  fuell  quite  is  fpent, 
They  flam  and  die  for  want  of  nourimment. 
There's  no  eftate  contents  them  ;  peace  and  ftrife 
Are  both  alike  to  them  :  yea,  death,  and  life. 
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Wiues,  children,  friends  ;  no,  none  but  fuch  as  may 
Be  vnto  their  Ambitious  plots  a  ftay 
Shall  be  refpe6led  ;  and  fo  they  may  reape 
What  they  defire,  they  will  not  fticke  to  heape 
Murther  on  murthers.     Yea,  and  think't  no  fmne, 
Be  it  of  ftrangers,  or  their  neereft  kinne  : 
They  haue  fuch  flinty  breafts  they  can  out-beard 
Danger  it  felfe  and  be  no  whit  afeard. 

Yet,  fmaugre  all  their  daring)  iuft  Confufwn 
Of  fuch  proud  fpirits  proues  the  fad  Conclufwu. 
And  he  that  firft  was  ruin'd  by  this  euill, 
Was  he  that  firft  was  guilty  oft,  the  Diuell ': 
Who  did  afpire  fo  high,  that  higher  Powers 
Wrought  his  iuft  fall ;  and  now  he  feeketh  ours. 
Eu'n  he  firft  flied  this  ill  into  our  breafts, 
Thereby  to  hinder  and  difturbe  our  refts. 

This  moft  vnreafonable,  ftrong  defire, 
A  nd  too  excejfiue  longing  to  afpire 
To  honour  and  promotion  ( which  indeed 
Doth  from  a  fottifh  ignorance  proceed) 
Is  both  a  wild  and  a  difordred  Pajfion, 
And  a  great  enemy  to  Contentation. 
For,  whatfoeuer  ftate  man  hath  attain'd, 
Tis  e'en  as  if  that  he  had  nothing  gain'd  ; 
Sith  he  thereby  hath  ftill  a  farther  fcope, 
And  neuer  reaches  to  the  end  of 's  hope. 
That  which  he  doth  poffeffe  he  nought  refpecteth, 
But  altogether  things  vnknowne  affecteth, 
And  counts  them  beft  ;  which  whatfoe'er  they  feem'd, 
Beeing  once  gotten  too,  are  not  efteem'd. 
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Now,  what's  the  reafon  that  they  doe  abhor 
The  things  poffeft  that  they  haue  labour'd  for  ? 
What  may  the  caufe  be  that  they  doe  contemne 
( Or  cannot  vfe  things)  hauing  gained  them  ? 
Sure  hence  it  is  ;  They  doe  not  truely  know 
What  the  things  are  that  they  doe  long  for  fo, 
And  they  obtaine  them  oft,  ere  they  haue  might 
Or  knowledge  how  to  gouerne  them  aright. 

Had  many  of  our  reaching  Yeomanry, 
That  haue  growne  wealthy  through  good  Husbandry, 
(And  fome  of  our  proud  Gentry  that  haue  fought 
Titles,  and  vndeferued  Honours  bought,) 
But  knowne  before-hand  what  difgracefull  fhame 
And  beggery  would  follow  on  the  fame, 
In  knowing  not,  to  what  they  did  afpire ; 
Thofe  Dignities  had  yet  been  to  defire  : 
And  fo  indeed  they  might  haue  walkt  the  ftreet, 
And  not  haue  fear'd  the  Counters,  nor  the  Fleet ; 
Or  might  with  Good-man  haue  contented  bin, 
Where  now  there's  fcarce  a  good  man  of  the  kin. 

Ambitious  men  will  euer  enuious  be, 
Regarding  neither  loue  nor  amitie  ; 
And  though  that  they  may  make  a  goodly  mow, 
With  reafon  it  can  neuer  ftand  I  know 
They  fhould  be  faithfull,  or  with  lufbice  deale, 
Either  for  Prince,  or  Friend,  or  Common  weale. 
For  why  ?  this  humour  makes  them  to  attend, 
Yea,  all  their  labours,  and  beft  counfels  fpend 
In  their  owne  plots :  And,  fo  they  haue  no  loffe, 
They  care  not  whofe  proceedings  they  doe  croffe. 
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Vertuous  endeauours  this  doth  alfo  let ; 
Yea,  makes  men  many  a  good  thing  to  forget. 
And  though  I'me  loath  to  fpeake  it,  I  proteft 
I  thinke  it  raignes  not  in  the  Clergie  leaft. 
For  you  at  firft  great  humbleneffe  fhall  fee, 
While  their  eftates  and  fortunes  meaner  be. 
They  are  induftrious,  and  take  paines  to  teach, 
And  twice  a  weeke  fhall  be  the  leaft  they'l  preach  : 
Or  in  their  pouerty  they  will  not  fticke, 
For  Catechifing,  vifiting  the  ficke, 
With  fuch  like  facred  works  of  Piety, 
As  doe  belong  to  that  fraternity. 
But  if  they  once  atchieue  a  Vicarage, 
Or  be  indu6led  to  fome  Parfonage, 
Men  muft  content  themfelues,  and  thinke  it  well 
If  once  a  Month  they  heare  the  Sermon  bell  : 
And  if  to  any  higher  place  they  reach  ; 
Once  in  a  twelue-month  is  enough  to  preach. 

Alas !  we  muft  confider,  that  Deuotiou 
Is  but  a  bufie  thing  that  lets  Promotion  ; 
And  if  that  they  fhould  giue  their  mindes  to't  all, 
Who  fhould  haue  greater  places  when  they  fall  ? 
No,  no,  'twere  fitter  they  their  eafe  did  take, 
And  fee  what  friends  and  Patrons  they  can  make 
For  the  next  Bifhopricke  ;  or  ftudy  how 
To  humour,  and  to  pleafe  the  Great-ones  now  : 
And  if  they  can  in  that  aduenture  fpeed, 
They'l  be  more  painefull.     Yes  ;  'tis  like  indeed, 
If  in  their  climing  they  fo  high  can  wex, 
To  gainc  the  title  of  a  Pontifex, 
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Tis  very  like  (perhaps J  that  we  fhall  heare 

They  vfe  the  Pulpit  once  in  twice  a  yeare. 

Nay,  'tis  well  if  it  be  done  fo  oft. 

For  this  Ambition  beares  men  fo  aloft, 

They  from  performance  of  their  duties  ilide. 

But  of  all  others,  this  fame  Clergy-pride, 

I  hold  not  onely  to  be  odious 

To  God  and  men  ;  but  moft  pernicious 

To  Prince,  to  Church,  and  to  the  Common-good. 

Witneffe  the  beaft  of  Rome,  and  his  foule  brood 

Of  climing  Cardinals  ;  who,  from  bzteftates, 

Are  gotten  to  be  Kings,  and  Princes  mates ; 

Yea,  their  Superiors  too  ;  and  all  by  this, 

A  painted  mow  of  Humble  holineffe. 

Euen  this  is  it  of  which  the  Diuell  makes 

That  cruell  Engine,  where-withall  he  makes 

Religions  foundneffe  :  and  rends  in  it  chinks, 

Which  he  dawbes  vp  againe,  with  what  he  thinks 

Shall  ruine  all  in  time.     And  ift  not  hence 

He  had  his  meanes  to  marre  the  innocence 

Of  Romes  firft  Bifhops  ?     Godlineffe  grew  ftrong, 

And  flourifht  while  it  was  fuppreft  with  wrong. 

But  when  the  worthy  Emperors  embrac't 

The  Sacred  Truth,  and  with  their  fauours  grac't 

Their  good  proceedings,  they  foone  gan  to  leaue 

Their  humble  nature  off;  and  clofely  weaue 

Vnder  Religiotis  fhewes  (not  a  bare  Miter : 

It  fits  not  the  Succeffors  of  Saint  Peter) 

A  triple  Diadem,  and  fuch  a  ftate, 

As  neuer  any  earthly  Potentate 
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Enioy'd  a  greater  (all ivitJi  humble  preaching) 

A  long  degree  I  tak't,  beyond  the  reaching 

Of  temporall  Ambition.     Heau'n  I  pray, 

Ere  the  firft  Beafb  his  time  be  done  away, 

There  rife  not  vp  another  Monfter  heere 

'Mongft  our  ambitious  Church-men.     I  fhould  feare 

A  fecond  Antichrift,  but  that  I  hope 

They  either  fhall  be  kept  within  their  fcope  ; 

Or  the  laft  iudgement,  whofe  nigh  time  vnknowrne, 

Shall  cut  him  off  ere  he  be  wholly  growne. 

Thus  much  fome  reafon  makes  me  bold  to  fpeake  : 
And  there  is  no  mans  fight  I  thinke  fo  weake, 
But  fees  the  fame.     Which  though  (I  know  full  well,) 
'Twould  better  others  fit  than  me  to  tell  ; 
Sith  all  neglect  it,  I  haue  thus  begun 
To  Satyrize,  and  o'er  their  follies  runne. 

Yet  by  my  former  words  let  none  fuppofe, 
That  I  th'opinion  doe  maintaine  of  thofe 
That  doe  our  Bifhops  difallow, 
Let  them  that  can  ;  for  fure  I  know  not  how. 
Nor  would  I  haue  the  world  to  vnderftand 
That  I  taxe  all  the  Clergy  in  the  Land, 
Or  the  whole  Hierarchy  :  Thinke  not  fo  ; 
For  why  ?  this  prefent  Age  doth  yeeld  I  know 
Men  that  are  truely  worthy :  and  fo  many, 
That  I  beleeue  few  times  (fince  Chrift)  had  any 
More  knowing,  or  more  painfull  then  fome  few. 

And  whatfoe'er  men  thinke,  yet  here  to  mew, 
Though  I  Satyrically  carpe  at  thofe 
That  follow  Vice,  and  are  true  Vertues  foes  ; 
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I  haue  not  fuch  a  fpightfull  cankerd  fpirit, 

As  to  conceale  or  fmother  Worth  aud  Merit. 

For  I'le  in  Canterburies  praife  be  bold 

This  on  my  owne  experience  to  vphold, 

The  Sea  was  neuer  gouerned  as  yet, 

By  any  one  more  Reu'rend  or  more  fit. 

For  ouer  and  aboue  his  Country  cares, 

Wherein  he  neither  time  nor  counfell  fpares  : 

Befides  Church-bujinejfe,  whereto  he  applies 

His  minde  to  further  it,  what  in  him  lies, 

Befides  all  this,  his  publique  care  at  large, 

Few  Miniflers  haue  in  their  priuate  charge 

Tooke  greater  paine.     That  now  the  truth  I  tell, 

London  and  Lambeth  both  can  witneffe  well. 

And  thou  vnhappy  wert,  O  London  then, 

When  thou  didft  lofe  this  rare  One  amongft  men  : 

Yet  thou  wert  bleft  againe,  thy  fate  did  bring 

In  place  of  fuch  a  Father,  fuch  a  King] 

So  vigilent  a  Watch-man  in  his  place, 

That  were  it  not  my  purpofe  heere  to  trace 

The  worlds  mad  humours,  I  from  thefe  had  matter 

To  make  a  Panegyrick  of  a  Satyr. 

Yet  is  my  Mtife  fo  conftant  in  her  frowne, 

She  mall  not  footh  a  King  for  halfe  his  Crowne : 

Nor  would  fhe  thus  much  here  haue  fung  their  praife, 

Had  fhe  not  thought  them  to  be  what  fhe  fayes. 

But  peraduenture  fome  will  now  condemne 
This  my  particular  commending  them  : 
As  if  my  fetting  of  their  Vertues  forth, 
Would  be  detraction  from  anothers  worth. 

Which 


'34 


Lib.  I.  AM  BITI O  N.  Satyr.  9. 

Which  cannot  be.     For  as  this  addcs  no  more 
Vnto  that  reall  worth  thefe  had  before  : 
So  neither  can  I  leffen,  blot,  nor  fmoother 
The  good  that  is  apparant  in  another. 
Nor  doe  I  wifh  it  fhould  :  for  might  I  here 
Stand  to  make  bead-rolls  of  who  worthy  were, 
I  could  adde  diuers  that  may  claime  this  day 
As  much  to  be  extold,  by  me,  as  they. 

Heere  I  could  name  fome  other  of  their  place 
That  cannot  bafely  fawne  to  winne  them  grace  ; 
Nor  picke  a  TJianke  by  feeking  to  condemne 
Thofe  that  are  not  in  place  to  anfwer  them. 
I  know  there's  fome  who  feeke  the  Churches  good, 
And  neuer  at  their  Princes  elbow  flood 
With  their  lowd  whifperings  to  ftop  his  eare, 
Left  he  fhould  what  did  more  concerne  him  heare. 
I  know  there's  fuch,  and  they  will  praifed  be, 
Though  neuer  knowne,  not  mentioned  by  me. 

But  let  this  paffe  ;  whilft  I  fo  bufie  am 
About  the  Clergie,  fome  are  much  to  blame. 
The  Court  is  factious  growne  through  the  defire 
That  euery  one  hath  gotten  to  afpire. 
None  doe  efteeme  their  owne,  but  by  compare : 
All  would  be  fome-what  more  then  others  are. 
Yet  he  that's  great'ft,  'mong  thofe  that  greateft  feeme, 
Is  onely  great  in  other  mens  efteeme. 
And  therefore  fure  hee's  vaine  who  for  fuch  winde 
Can  feed  a  reftleffe  humour  in  his  minde, 
That's  fo  vnprofitable,  as  at  bed 
It  makes  him  onely  in  appearance  bleft. 
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But  when  I  weigh  it,  then  I  wonder  much, 
Mans  loue  vnto  this  Pajjion  fhould  be  fuch, 
As  without  vnderftanding  to  let  lie 
A  reall  good  for  an  vncertainety. 

Thofe  I  haue  feene,  that  haue  had  riches  ftore, 
Great  Offices,  and  fauours,  no  men  more  ; 
Honour  and  credit ;  yea,  and  wifedome  too  : 
But  (loe  what  an  ambitious  head  will  doe ) 
Climing  too  high,  they  got  fo  lowe  a  fall, 
They  forfeited  their  honours,  Hues  and  all. 
Me  thinkes  ere  they  in  fuch  an  a6l  fhould  ftur, 
'Twere  not  amiffe  to  thinke  on  ^Efops  Cur, 
Who  catching  but  to  get  ^JJiadow  more, 
Did  lofe  \hefttbjtance  that  he  had  before. 

I  might  a  while  vpon  examples  ftand 
Of  former  times  ;  but  that  within  this  Land, 
The  prefent  Age  which  I  will  onely  view, 
Can  yeeld  enow  to  proue  my  fayings  true : 
And  here,  of  many  in  this  Kingdome  fhowne, 
I  at  this  prefent  will  remember  one : 
And  that  mail  be  the  late  Ambitious  plot, 
The  like  whereof  the  world  fure  yeeldeth  not ; 
I  meane  the  Powder-  Treafon  ;  an  Indention, 
Brought  (had  not  God  affifted)  paft  preuention. 
And  yet,  ere  they  could  clime  to  their  defire, 
Eu'n  when  they  were  to  mount  but  one  ftep  higher 
(Let  God  be  honour' d  for' t)  downe  tumbled  all, 
And  gaue  thefe  Monfters  a  deferued  fall. 

Which  bleft  deliuerance,  if  no  happier  fong 
Tune  in  our  too-forgetfull  eares,  ere  long 
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( If  heauen  affift  my  purpofe,  and  the  Times 

Be  but  aufpicious  to  my  homely  Rimes) 

I  meane  to  fmg  thereof,  that  after-dayes, 

Seeing  Gods  loue  to  vs,  may  tell  his  praife  ; 

And  in  fuch  colours  paint  that  hellim  plot, 

It  fliall  not  for  fome  Ages  be  forgot : 

But  vnto  men  vnborne  a  Treafon  fhow 

More  vile  then  euer  any  Age  did  know. 

And  let  them  fee  that  Ruine  and  Perdition 

Are  the  laft  Periods  to  conclude  Ambition. 

But  to  that  purpofe  I  may  labour  fpend, 

And  peraduenture  all  to  little  end  : 

Men  will  not  thinke  thereon,  but  ftill  we  fee 

So  lofty  minded  in  their  actions  be, 

And  with  fuch  thirft  of  titles  haue  they  fought  them, 

As  at  deare  rates  they  many  times  haue  bought  them. 

Some  haue  Ambitious  heads,  but  cannot  rife, 
Becaufe  the  want  of  meanes  and  friends  denies 
What  they  afpire  vnto  :  whereat  they  vex, 
And  their  vnquict  foules  oft  times  perplex 
Beyond  all  reafon.     Oh  ftrange  humour'd  men  / 
Leaue  off  this  folly  and  growe  wife  agen. 
Be  with  your  ftates  content :  for  who  doth  know 
If  his  defire  be  for  his  good  or  no  ? 
Yes  fure,  one  thinks  ;  If  I  could  but  attaine 
Such  offices  ;  or  fo  much  wealth  to  gaine 
As  this  or  that  man  hath,  my  wifh  were  ended  ; 
And  fuch  or  fuch  a  fault  fhould  be  amended. 
With  that  thou  haft  not  yet,  how  doft  thou  know 
Whether  thou  canfl  be  well  content  or  no  ? 
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I  tell  thee  this,  though  thou  maift  thinke  it  ftrange, 

With  the  eftate  the  minde  doth  alfo  change : 

And  when  in  one  thing  thou  haft  thy  defier, 

Thou  wilt  not  flay  there,  but  mount  fom-what  higher, 

And  higher  ftill,  vntill  thou  dooft  attaine 

Vnto  the  top,  or  tumble  downe  againe. 

Be  wary  then,  you  that  ambitious  are  ; 
And  to  reftraine  this  madnes  haue  a  care : 
Elfe  at  the  laft  'twill  certainly  deceiue  you  : 
But  you  muft  haue  your  Wills,  to  which  I  leaue  you. 
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OF    FEARE. 


SATYR.   10. 

SEe  you  this  PaJJion  heere  that  followes  next, 
That  fhakes  and  lookes  as  with  a  feuer  vext  ? 
This  is  the  pale  and  trembling  caitife,  Feare, 
Whofe  daftard  humors  I  will  make  appeare. 
Note  him  and  know  him  ;  This  is  he  that  mars 
All  our  delights  on  earth  :  'tis  he  that  bars 
Man  the  right  vfe  of  pleafure,  and  'tis  hee 
That  was  at  firft  ordain'd  our  plague  to  be. 
Come  not  too  near  him,  you  that  looke  for  reft, 
Left  he  infmuate  into  your  breaft  : 
For  entred  once,  it  doth  the  body  num, 
Makes  it  diftemp'red,  or  deform'd  become, 
And  fometime  with  illufions  grim  and  foule, 
Doth  ftartle  and  affright  the  very  foule : 
The  caufe  of  it  ( if  I  may  truft  my  skill) 
Is  but  a  falfe  opinion  of  fome  ill, 
That's  prefent  or  to  come.     It  inly  ftings  ; 
And  for  companions  euer  with  it  brings 
Both  Paine  and  Shame :  And  diuerfe  haue  I  feen 
That  with  this  Pajfion  much  abus'd  haue  been. 
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Some  men  there  are,  whofe  feare  fo  foolifh  prooues, 
It  many  vnto  game  and  laughter  mooues. 
One  came  in  lately  almoft  out  of  breath  ; 
As  if  he  hardly  had  efcaped  death, 
What  was  his  feare  ?    Alas,  I  tell  you  He 
Tooke  a  white  poaft  fome  walking  fprite  to  be  ; 
Which  ftrong  furmife  doth  fuch  impreffion  take, 
That  though  he  fmce  hath  feen  'twas  but  a  flake, 
If  on  occafion,  he  be  there  be-nighted, 
Hee's  yet  with  prefence  of  the  place  affrighted. 

Another  once  I  knew  halfe  ftaring  mad, 
And  he  had  feene  the  Diuell,  that  he  had, 
In  an  old  houfe,  fit  cowring  on  a  block, 
When  all  at  laft  proou'd  but  a  Turky-cock. 

Thus  men  oft  feare  when  caufe  of  feare  is  none, 
Making  themfelues  a  iefb  for  euery  one ; 
Yea,  feare  hath  made  a  number  fo  affraid, 
That  they  haue  oft  their  dearefh  friends  betraid  : 
For  which  caufe  onely  I  doe  nere  intend 
To  chufe  a  Coward  to  become  my  friend. 

And  if  that  Women  will  aduifed  be, 
To  make  in  this  a  Counfellor  of  me, 
Let  them  admit  no  Coward  in  their  loue, 
Leaft  their  conclufions  doe  as  hopeleffe  proue, 
As  that  poore  Laffes  vnto  whom  befell 
This  fad  aduenture  which  I  meane  to  tell. 

Not  farre  from  hence  there  dwelt  not  long  agoe, 
As  blithe  a  Girle  as  any  one  I  know, 
A  Gentlewoman  of  fo  good  a  ranke, 
Her  fauour  feem'd  t'haue  well  deferued  thanke. 
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And  caufe  in  face  and  dowry  few  did  match  her, 
Many  a  Gallant  tride  his  wit  to  catch  her ; 
While  beeing  kept  but  narrowly  at  home, 
She  car'd  not  fo  fhe  might  be  gone,  with  whom. 
And  fo,  blind  Fortune  (that  will  fildome  part 
Her  fauours  vnto  men  of  more  defart) 
Brings  to  the  houfe  a  fellow  that  in  fliow 
Seem'd  worthy  of  the  prize,  but  was  not  fo. 
Yet  hauing  opportunitie  hee  tries, 
Gets  her  good  will,  and  with  his  purchafe  flies. 
But  ere  'twas  long,  the  Parents  mift  their  daughter, 
Raifd  all  the  towne  ;  and  following  clofely  after, 
Were  by  meere  chance  vnto  an  old  houfe  led, 
Where  this  young  couple  were  new  gone  to  bed. 
You  that  haue  eucr  in  fuch  taking  bin, 
Judge  what  a  cafe  thefe  naked  folkes  were  in. 
But  what  was  done  ?     The  gallant  left  his  prey, 
And  like  a  fearefull  Coward  flunke  away. 

Out  on  fuch  Affes  ;  How  could  he  for  fhamc 
So  leaue  a  woman  to  beare  all  the  blame  ? 
And  for  the  griefe  fhe  fuffers  with  her  friends, 
How  can  the  villaine  make  the  whore  amends  ? 
I  know  not :  but  for  playing  fuch  a  part, 
'Tis  certaine  he  hath  loft  the  wenches  hart : 
And  fhe  for  climing  to  a  Cowards  bed, 
Hath  loft  her  Credit  with  her  Mayden-head. 

Heer's  one  effe6l  of  feare.     And  yet,  from  hence 
Springs  alfo  Cruelty,  Impatience, 
Breach  of  our  promifes,  with  much  Enuying\ 
That  hurtfull  and  abhorred  vice  of  Lying, 
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Murthers  and  Treafons :  nay  there's  nought  fo  bafe, 
So  full  of  villanie,  Jhame  or  dif grace, 
The  fearefull  would  not  act  with  all  his  heart, 
To  free  himfelfe  from  feare  of  death,  or  fmart. 
Yea,  fome  would  be  contented  very  well 
So  they  might  fcape  Death,  to  goe  quick  to  hell. 
Such  is  the  nature  of  it  that  I'ue  feen, 
Feare  caufe  thofe  euills  that  had  elfe  not  been. 
To  fome  it  ficknes  brings,  and  fome  befide 
E'en  with  the  very  feare  of  death  haue  dide  : 
And,  many  of  them  haue  fo  carefull  bin 
To  rid  themfelues  from  feares  that  they  were  in  ; 
That,  as  the  fhip  which  doth  Chary bdis  fhun, 
They  ranne  on  Scylla,  and  were  quite  vndone. 
The  reafon  is,  they  fo  amazed  be 
With  apprehending  dangers  which  they  fee 
Purfuing  of  them  ;  as  they  thinke  not  on 
The  other  mifchiefes  they  may  runne  vpon. 
And  euermore  it  is  the  Cowards  error, 
To  think  the  prefent  danger  full'ft  of  terror. 
The  feare  of  euill  more  tormenteth  fome, 
Than  doth  the  thing  they  fear'd,  when  once  'tis  come. 
Men  dread  what  is,  what  will  be,  and  (alas  ! ) 
Many  a  thing  that  nere  fhall  come  to  paffe  : 
For  if  they  onely  fear'd  apparant  things 
(That  likely-hood  of  fome  affrighting  brings) 
As  troopes  of  enemies,  or  theeues,  or  treafon, 
Pirats,  or  ftormes  at  Sea  ;  there  were  fome  reafon, 
Or  colour  for  it  then  :  but  they  will  quake 
At  fictions  :  at  meer  nothings  :  their  harts  ake 
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At  their  owne  fancies,  Superftitions, 
At  tales  of  Fairies,  or  of  Vifions  : 
Yea,  I  haue  feene  one  melancholy  fad 
Vpon  fome  foolifh  dreame  that  he  hath  had. 

Oh  what  meanes  man,  that  hauing  mifchifcs  ftore, 
Muft  in  his  owne  conceit  needs  make  them  more  ? 
Thinks  he  thofe  will  not  grim  enough  appeare, 
Vnleffe  he  apprehend  them  firft  by  feare  ? 
Sure  tis  a  plague  the  Diuell  did  inuent, 
To  worke  in  man  a  lafting  difcontent, 
And  taught  it  Adam  ;  whereupon  he  faid, 
1 faw  my  nakednes  and  was  afraid. 
It  is  our  weakeneffe  :  yet  I  cannot  fee 
A  reafon  why  we  fhould  fo  fearfull  be. 

May  we  not  ioy  and  be  as  merry  flill 
With  hope  of  good,  as  fad  with  feare  of  ill  ? 
Sure  I  thinke  yes  ;  and  will  on  hope  fo  feed, 
No  ill  mail  feare  me  till  'tis  come  indeed  : 
For  that  which  feemeth  likelieft  to  betide  me, 
God  in  his  mercy  yet  may  put  befide  me. 
And  though  much  proofe  hath  bred  within  my  breft 
That  refolution,  yet  of  all  the  reft 
This  laft  confirm'd  it  moft :  for  th'other  day, 
When  the  hard  froft  had  ftopt  the  Scullers  way, 
And  left  faire  Thames  with  Ice  fo  ftrongly  archt, 
That  on  the  melting  pauement  people  march t  : 
Amongft  the  reft  one  bolder  then  was  fit, 
All  heedleffe  of  his  way  fell  out  of  it, 
Vpon  a  peece  of  Ice,  which  with  a  cracke, 
Rent  from  the  maine,  and  ftopt  his  going  back  : 
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This  ycie  fragment  from  the  reft  did  fwim, 
And  to  the  Bridge  a  prifoner  carried  him, 
Where  the  fpectators  fignes  of  pitty  gaue, 
And  had  a  will,  but  not  a  power  to  faue. 
Which  in  his  Paffion  then  conceiuing  well 
Downe  on  his  knees  in  that  poore  Arke  he  fell, 
And  lifting  vp  his  hands  did  him  implore 
That  fau'd  old  lonas  without  Saile  or  Oare. 
And  fee  Gods  mercy  :  when  he  drew  fo  neare, 
No  hope  of  fafeguard  feemed  to  appeare  ; 
When  he  had  there  iuft  three  times  whirled  bin, 
And  that  the  Arch  was  like  to  fucke  him  in  ; 
Then  quite  beyond  all  hope,  e'ne  in  a  trice, 
There  thruft-between  a  greater  peece  of  Ice, 
Which  comming  down  as  if  it  fcorn'd  to  ftay, 
Beat-by  the  leffer  peece  to  giue  it  way. 
A  while  that  ftaid  it :  yet  he  had  beene  faine, 
When  that  was  gone  to  take  his  turne  againe, 
But  that,  next  God,  the  people  flood  his  friend, 
And  fau'd  him  by  a  rope,  that's  fome  mans  end. 

Whereby,  I  gather,  we  may  fometime  now, 
Efcape  a  mifchiefe  though  we  fee  not  how. 
And  in  my  minde  this  argument  is  cleare, 
That  we  haue  as  much  caufe  to  hope,  as  feare. 

More  trembling  humors  I  might  heere  vnfold, 
Which  fome  will  be  vnwilling  mould  be  told, 
And  therefore  paffe  them.     But  I  doe  protefh 
This  hurtfull  Monfter  I  fo  much  deteft, 
That  I  am  much  vnwilling  to  omit 
The  leaft  occafion  of  difgracing  it. 
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Yet  doe  I  not  allow  their  refolution, 
Who  meerely  of  a  hellifh  conftitution, 
Haue  hearts  obdurate,  and  fo  hard  in  euill, 
They  neither  feeme  affraid  of  God,  nor  Diuell. 
Such  I  haue  noted  too  ;  but  truely  they 
Are  in  as  bad  though  in  another  way. 
They  prate,  and  fweare,  as  if  they  could  affright, 
Or  make  Hobgoblin  run  away  by  night ; 
When  queftionleffe  as  bold  as  they  appeare, 
They  are  perplexed  with  an  inward  feare  : 
Yea,  I  haue  knowne  a  trifle  or  a  blaft, 
Hath  made  fuch  Champions  oftentimes  agaft, 

There  is  an  honeft  Feare  that  hinders  fin, 
Which  hath  of  all  good  men  allowed  bin : 
And  there's  a  Feare  that  keepes  a  Kingdomes  ftate 
From  Ruine,  if  it  be  not  tane  too  late. 
It  is  not  S entile  feare,  that  flauifh  crime  ; 
But,  rather  'tis  a  prouidence  betime, 
That  makes  men  very  heedfull  to  fore-thinke 
Danger  to  come  ;  and  not  (as  we  doe)  winke 
At  our  owne  nakedneffe  ;  as  without  care 
Who  fpide  it ;  fo  our  felues  we  fee  not  bare. 

This  Feare  it  is,  that  makes  men  to  prouide 
Againft  a  ftorme,  they  may  the  better  bide 
The  fury  of  it :  this  'tis  keepes  off  wrong, 
And  makes  a  City  or  a  Kingdome  ftrong. 
And  I  much  doubt,  the  wanting  of  thefe  feares 
Will  make  vs  fmart  for't  yet  ere  many  yeares. 
For  fmce  we  are  become  a  pretty  number, 
Although  we  can  but  one  another  cumber, 
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Or  ferue  to  make  a  Hubbub  ;  we  fuppofe 

There  are  no  Nations  dare  to  be  our  foes. 

We  thinke  a  wondrous  policie  we  mew, 

If  once  in  foure  yeares  we  doe  take  a  view 

Or  count  the  number  of  our  able  men, 

Flattering  our  felues  therewith  ;  as  if  that  then 

( Hauing  fo  great  and  huge  a  multitude, 

Though  we  were  ne'er  fo  inexpert  and  rude) 

There  were  no  caufe  of  feare.     But,  a  Realmes  might 

Confifts  not  in  the  number  that  muft  fight ; 

As  in  their  skill :  and  of  good  Souldiers,  ten 

Will  foyle  an  hundred  vnexperienc't  men, 

Such  as  are  we.     For,  'tis  a  fhame  to  fpeake 

How  wonderfull  vnfitly,  and  how  weake 

This  ignorance  makes  moil  of  vs  ;  except 

Whom  braue  South-hamptons  gouernment  hath  kept 

In  warlike  order  ;  I  doe  meane  indeed 

Our  Hampjhire  Ilanders ;  of  whom  for  need, 

A  hundred  boyes  that  ne'er  had  haire  on  chin, 

Shall  from  fiue  hundred  of  vp-landifh,  win 

Both  field  and  towne.     Whereby  it  may  appeare, 

Good  gouernment,  with  profitable  feare, 

Within  a  few  fhort  yeeres  fo  well  will  thriue, 

One  mail  become  to  haue  the  ods  of  fiue. 

Thofe  therefore  that  are  wife  enough  to  tell, 
When  they  doe  any  thing  amiffe  or  well, 
Still  in  this  Pajfion  doe  obferue  a  meane ; 
And  not  to  Feare,  or  to  Prefumption  leane. 
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NO  more  of  Feare,  for  loe,  his  impious  brat 
Lookes  now  to  be  admitted.     This  is  that 
We  call  Defpaire  :  with  gaftly  looke  he  ftands, 
Andpoyfons,  ropes,  or  poyn-yards  fill  his  hands, 
Still  ready  to  doe  hurt  :  one  ftep  (no  more,) 
Reaches  from  hence  vnto  Damnations  dore. 
This  is  that  Paffion  giueth  man  inftru6lion 
To  wreft  the  Scripture  to  his  own  deftruclion  : 
And  makes  him  thinke,  while  he  on  earth  doth  dwell 
He  feeles  the  tortures  and  the  plagues  of  Hell. 

It  makes  men  raue  like  Furies,  fcreech  and  houle, 
With  exclamations  horrible  and  foule, 
More  Monfter-like  than  men.     Onely  Damnation, 
Is  in  their  mouthes  ;  no  mercy,  no  faluation 
Can  they  haue  hope  of,  but  poffeffe  a  feare, 
Whence  monftrous  fhapes  and  vifions  doe  appeare 
To  their  imaginations  :  and  the  paine 
That  they  in  foule  and  confcience  doe  fuftaine, 
All  earthly  tortures  doth  fo  much  exceed, 
As  if  they  had  within  them,  Hell  indeed. 
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This  is  that  laft-worft  inftrument  of  Feare, 

Which  our  graund  foe  (and  Hels  great  Ingenere, ) 

Raifeth  againft  the  fortreffe  of  the  hart : 

But  many  times  God  fruftrates  quite  his  Art. 

For  when  he  doth  affaile  the  fame  fwith  truft 

He  from  their  fortreffe  Faith  and  Hope  fhall  thruft^ 

It  makes  them  vnto  Chrift  their  Captaine  flie  ; 

Leaue  to  be  too  fecure,  and  fortifie. 

God  alfo  makes  this  Paffion,  now  and  than, 

His  fcourge  to  lafh  the  proud  prefumptuous  man, 

And  tame  the  Reprobate  ;  who  by  this  Rod 

Is  made  fometime  to  feele  there  is  a  God, 

By  this  ;  ftrange  wonders  brought  to  paffe  Fue  feene, 

Thofe  humbled  that  haue  once  the  proudeft  beene : 

Yea,  fome  Fue  knowne,  whofe  hearts  haue  beene  fo  hard, 

They  with  no  feare  of  iudgement  could  be  fcar'd  ; 

Yet  after  this  hath  feiz'd  them,  it  hath  made 

Thefe  daring  fpirits  tremble  at  their  made. 

Shake  at  meere  Apparitions  ;  nay,  at  nought 

But  what  hath  Beeing  onely  in  their  thought. 

And  in  refpe6l  of  what  they  were,  no  change 

That  euer  I  obferued  feemes  fo  ftrange. 

Thofe  friends  and  pleafures  that  once  feem'd  moft  deare, 

Moft  odious  to  them,  in  fuch  fits  appeare : 

And  greateft  comfort  they  doe  finde  in  them  ; 

Whofe  wayes,  and  perfons,  they  did  moft  condemne. 

Oh  what  repentant  Hues  fome  vow  to  Hue, 
If  God  would  but  once  more,  vouchfafe  to  giue 
Them  health  and  hope  againe !  then  they  would  fpend 
Their  Hues  and  goods,  vnto  no  other  end 
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Saue  wholly  for  his  glory  :  yet  there's  now 
Some  lining  that  haue  quite  forgot  that  Vow. 
God  giue  them  grace  to  looke  into  their  error, 
Or  they  will  one  day  feele  a  double  terror. 
But  many  in  this  agony,  haue  nought 
More  then  the  way  vnto  their  ruine  fought ; 
And  fbill  our  bufie  enemie  the  Diuell, 
Author  and  chiefe  procurer  of  this  euill 
fVnleffe  Gods  mercy  his  blacke  plots  preuents) 
Is  ready  to  prouide  him  Inftmments. 
But  I  eu'n  quake  to  thinke  what  humours  be 
Attending  on  this  hellifh  malady ; 
Which  I  will  rather  labour  to  efchew, 
Than  to  be  ouer-curious  heere  to  fhew. 

Now,  fome  doe  thinke  this  Pajfion  being  taken, 
Can  very  hardly  be  againe  forfaken  : 
For  (farre  aboue  all  mifchiefes  raging,)  This, 
The  curfed  Traitor  to  our  fafety  is  ; 
And  will  not  meanes  permit  vs  to  apply 
Ought  that  may  bring  vs  eafe  or  remedy. 

But  there  are  courfes  to  preuent  this  finne  : 
And  (^though  it  be  infmuated  inj 
God,  that  doth  euer  pitty  our  diftreffe, 
Will  not  forfake  vs  in  our  heauineffe. 
Nor  can  we  fay,  that  he  hath  left  vs  voyde 
Of  helpe,  for  ought  where-with  we  are  annoyd 
Through  Sathans  guile.     He  pittieth  our  cafe, 
And  daily  makes  vs  offers  of  his  grace, 
If  wee'l  lay  hold  on't.     For,  how  truely  deare 
We  to  the  Father  of  all  mercy  are, 
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He  fhow'd,  in  gluing  for  a  Sacrifice 

His  Sonne,  to  pay  for  our  iniquities. 

In  whom  fif  vnbeleeuing  make  not  blinde) 

For  euery  griefe  of  body  and  of  minde, 

There  is  a  Salue.     And  euery  ChriJHan  knowes 

(Or  fhould  at  leaft)  a  Sacred  Springy  whence  flowes 

A  precious  liquor  ;  whofe  rare  vertue  can 

Cure  euery  griefe  of  minde  that  tortures  Man. 

But  we  muft  be  aduis'd  how  to  apply 

This  med'cine  rightly  to  our  malady  : 

For  fome  that  haue  prefumed  on  their  skill, 

Out  of  things  good,  haue  drawne  effects  as  ill. 

And  fo  thefacred  Truth  is  now  and  then, 

So  wrefted,  by  the  falfe  conceits  of  men  ; 

As  thence  they  gather  meanes  to  footh  their  Pajfion, 

And  make  more  obfhinate  their  Defparation  : 

Which  from  your  foules  pray  heau'n  to  keepe  as  farre, 

As  is  earths  center  from  the  highefl  ftarre. 

But  there's  a  two-fold  Defparation  raignes ; 
One  fort  is  that,  which  a  diftruft  conftraines 
In  things  that  doe  concerne  the  Soules  Saluation  : 
The  horribleft  and  fearefull'ft  Defparation  : 
But  th'other  is  alone  of  earthly  things, 
And  nothing  fo  much  difaduantage  brings  ; 
Yet  like  enough  in  little  time  to  grow 
Vertues  maine  let ;  or  vtter  ouer-throw. 
For  where  it  entrance  gets,  it  makes  men  loth 
To  vndertake  great  matters,  caufe  through  floth 
They  doe  defpaire  to  reach  them.     Yea,  it  breeds 
A  carelefneffe  in  Man,  and  thence  proceeds 
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Not  a  few  Treafons  ;  for  one  breach  of  Law 

Brings  many  times  offenders  in  fuch  awe, 

That  in  defpaire  of  pardon  for  their  ill, 

They  not  alone  hold  out  their  error  ftill ; 

But  being  guilty  of  one  crime  before, 

To  fcape  the  lafli  for  that,  adde  twenty  more  : 

And  caufe  at  firft  they  thought  themfelues  vndonc, 

At  laft,  to  defperate  Rebellion  runne. 

Befides  ;  there's  fome  defpairing  of  their  caufe, 
Who  being  brought  to  tryall  by  the  Lawes 
For  their  offence,  are  obftinately  mute : 
And  vnto  thefe  (forfoothj  fome  doe  impute 
A  manly  refolution  ;  'caufe  thereby 
They  carefull  feeme  of  their  pofterity. 
But  fure  there  is  no  wife  man  will  commend 
Him  that  fo  defperately  feekes  his  end, 
Or  thorow  wilfulneffe  vndoes  himfelfe 
(Body  and  foule  perhaps)  to  faue  his  pelfe 
To  fome  Sunduors  ;  whereas,  if  he  bide 
On  hope,  and  ftand  contented  to  be  tride 
According  to  the  Lawes,  he  may  be  clear'd 
And  quitted  of  the  danger  he  fo  fear'd, 
As  fome  haue  beene.     Befides  ;  when  we  endure 
Any  fmall  paine,  if  we  defpaire  of  cure, 
Eafe,  or  amends,  'twill  make  it  feeme  to  be 
Almoft  vnfufferable.     But  if  wee 
Haue  any  Hope ;  the  reft  we  looke  to  win, 
Wlil  mitigate  the  torture  we  are  in. 
His  Winter-toyle  what  Plough-man  could  fuftaine 
If  he  defpaired  of  his  Harueft-gaine  ? 
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And  the  ftrong'ft  army  needs  muft  faint  and  flie, 
If  it  diftruft  before  of  victory. 

But  to  conclude,  be't  vnderftood, 
Defpaires  a  thing  that  doth  fo  little  good, 
As  to  this  day  I  cannot  yet  obferue 
That  purpofe  whereto  man  might  make  it  ferue, 
Vnleffe  to  helpe  a  troope  of  cowards  fight. 
For,  could  a  man  lead  them  paft  hope  of  flight, 
Where  they  fhould  fee  there  were  no  remedy, 
But  they  muft  die  or  get  the  victory  ; 
Defpaire  in  that  cafe,  might  giue  them  the  day, 
Who  would  haue  loft  it,  to  haue  runne  away. 
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OF    HOPE. 

S  A  T  V  R.       12. 

THrice  welcome  Hope ;  the  Diuell  keep  home  the 
Dcfpaire  &  Fcare  are  fitting  for  no  other.       (tother : 
This  is  the  PaJJion  that  of  all  the  reft 
We  haue  moft  reafon  to  efteeme  of  beft. 
For  if  it  be  with  good  aduice  applyde, 
A.  falue  it  is  God  did  himfelfe  prouide 
To  eafe  not  onely  euery  outward  griefe  : 
But  when  the  foule  wants  comfort  or  reliefe 
It  will  redreffe  her  paine  ;  although  it  were 
The  fhaking  of  that  hideous  Monfter,  Feare. 
This  is  a  Balme  fo  precious,  had  we  power 
To  take  it  to  our  felues  at  fuch  an  howre 
When  blacke  Defpaire  doth  pinch  vs  ;  this  indeed, 
Would  fo  expell  it,  as  we  fhould  not  need 
The  drugges  of  Rome :  But  what  ( alas  !  )  can  we 
Rightly  apply,  and  not  inftructed  be  ? 
Vnleffe  fome  power  affift  vs,  it  is  true 
Our  Nature  fo  vnapt  is  to  purfue 
The  way  it  fhould,  that  we  doe  follow  ftill 
The  crooked'ft  paths,  and  lofe  our  felues  in  ill. 

Hope 
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Hope  is  a  bleffmg  but  we  fo  abufe  it, 

As  to  our  hurt  more  than  our  good  we  vfe  it. 

Yea  this,  that  was  of  all  the  Pajfions  beft, 

We  haue  as  much  corrupted  as  the  reft ; 

Eu'n  that,  on  which  our  chiefeft  good  depends, 

And  to  our  higheft  of  contentment  tends. 

For  we  muft  note  well  that  this  Paffwn's  double, 

One  Hope  is  certaine  ;  th'other  full  of  trouble, 

And  moft  vncertaine.     Now  the  firft  attends 

Things  meere  immortall,  and  alone  depends 

On  th'expectation  of  the  certain'ft  things, 

With  that  perfection  of  true  ioy,  which  brings 

No  trouble  with  it.     This,  through  Faith  we  gaine  ; 

And  'tis  fufficient  to  make  any  paine 

Seeme  fhort  and  eafie.     'Tis  the  life  of  Man, 

And  fuch  a  comfort,  as  no  mortall  can 

Liue  if  he  want  it.     And  yet  fometime  this, 

Each  way  as  idle  as  the  other  is. 

For  oftentimes  we  fee  the  fame  is  found 

To  be  erected  on  no  other  ground 

But  ignorance,  or  meere  fecuritie. 

Which  ruine  all  who  doe  on  them  relye. 

Some  praife  their  owne  deferts  ;  and  on  that  fand 

Would  faine  haue  the  diuineft  Hope  to  fland. 

Which  no  contentment,  doubtleffe,  can  affure, 

Nor  without  wau'ring  to  the  end  endure. 

And  if  it  doe  not,  to  fmall  end  will  be 

That  idle  truft  and  confidence  which  we 

Can  haue  elfewhere ;  fince  euery  other  kinde 

Of  Hope,  which  I  amongft  vs  men  doe  finde, 
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Is  of  vncertaine  earthly  things  ;  and  fuch, 
As  neither  long  endure,  nor  pleafe  vs  much 

Then,  the  beft  likelihoods  that  may  be  fhowne, 
And  the  ftrong'ft  humane  reafons  that  are  knowne, 
Are  nothing  worth  to  ground  a  hope  vpon  ; 
But  in  the  turning  of  a  hand,  all's  gone. 
Were  all  the  men  on  earth  procured  to 
Some  thing  that  lay  in  one  mans  power  to  doe  ; 
And  all  were  well  refolu'd  to  fee  it  done : 
(Yea,  were't  but  one  dayes  worke,  and  that  begun) 
Well  might  we  hope,  that  they  would  bring  to  paffe 
So  fmall  a  thing  as  that :  But  yet  ( alas  ! ) 
None  can  affure  fo  much,  becaufe  none  know 
A  warrant  from  aboue  it  fhall  be  fo. 
And  therefore,  though  I  wifh  that  euery  man 
Should  take  vpon  him  the  beft  hope  he  can, 
In  all  his  outward  a6lions  ;  yet  fhould  he 
Take  care,  on  honeft  grounds,  it  builded  be. 
And  there-with  be  fo  well  prepared  ftill, 
That  if  his  doubtfull  Hope  do  fall  out  ill, 
He  ne'er  repine  ;  but  take't  as  if  the  fame 
Had  been  expected  long  before  it  came. 
And,  fith  that  fickle  truft  did  nought  auaile  him, 
Depend  on  the  true  hope  fhall  neuer  faile  him. 
For  what  is  plac't  on  humane  wit  or  ftrength 
Is  vaine,  and  moft  vncertaine  ;  'caufe  at  length, 
How-ere  it  may  feeme  fure,  it  may  deceiue  him, 
And  when  he  hath  moft  need  of  comfort  leaue  him. 

This  Hope  is  now  become  the  Patroneffe, 
And  chiefe  maintainer  of  mans  wickedneffe  : 

There's 
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There's  not  a  villany  man  doth  intend, 

Vnleffe  that  he  haue  this  to  be  his  friend. 

Hope  egges  him  on  ;  and  with  a  thoufand  wiles 

His  much  abufed  confidence  beguiles. 

Hope  tells  the  theefe,  if  he  wil  rob,  he  may 

Haue  twenty  meanes  to  hide  himfelfe  away. 

Hope  doth  entife  the  prodigall  to  fpend, 

And  will  not  let  him  think  vpon  his  end  ; 

But  doth  perfwade  him  fome  good  booty  fhall 

Hap  at  the  laft,  to  make  a-mends  for  all. 

And  neuer  ceafeth  thus  to  beare  him  faire, 

Till  fhe  vndoes,  and  leaues  him  to  defpaire. 

Shee  foothes  the  Gamfter  in  his  trifles  vaine, 

And  drawes  the  Pirat  on  with  hope  of  gaine. 

Shee  makes  the  Courtier  into  treafons  run, 

Our  Great-mens  Followers  ferue,  till  they're  vndone. 

And  for  the  prefent  (hauing  nought  to  giue) 

Vpon  reuerfions  all  her  feruants  liue. 

Now  euery  man  vnto  this  hope  is  led, 
By  fundry  other  Paffions  in  him  bred  ; 
As  Loue,  Ambition,  Auarice,  or  fuch  : 
And  true  it  is,  in  thefe  our  hope  is  much. 

But  oftentimes  we  into  errors  run 
So  blindly  on,  that  we  are  quite  vndone, 
Becaufe  indeed,  we  hopefully  expect 
Many  fuch  things  as  we  can  nere  effect. 
And  giue  to  our  defires  a  larger  fcope, 
Than  will  admit  of  any  likely  hope. 
So  we  our  felues  abufe,  and  are  difgrac't 
Oft-times  by  that,  which  were't  with  Reafon  plac't 
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Vpon  an  honeft,  and  a  certaine  ground, 
Would  fildome  be  fo  vainely  fruftrate  found. 

But  Louers  hopes,  and  fuch  as  are  fo  bold, 
On  euery  paultry  trifle  to  lay  hold  ; 
Neither  laft  long,  nor  for  the  time  indeed 
Can  they  one  iot  of  true  contentment  breed. 

Ambitious  men,  what-ere  they  doe  intend, 
Haue  ftill  new  hopes  to  bring  their  plots  to  end. 
But  they  are  alfo  built  on  fuch  weake  props, 
That  ere  they  be  poffeffed  of  their  hopes, 
All  ouerthrowne  we  in  a  moment  fpy, 
And  they  with  their  inuentions  ruin'd  lie. 
Into  which  mifchiefe  he  yet  neuer  fell, 
That  knew  but  how  to  vfe  this  PaJJion  well. 
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OF  COMPASSION. 

SATYR.   13. 

BVt  as  the  former  Pafjlon  was  abus'd, 
So  this  that  followes  is  but  hardly  vs'd. 
Yet  it  is  known  a  kinde  and  tender  PaJ/ion, 
In  it  owne  nature  worthy  commendation  : 
And  if  Difcretion  guide  it,  well  may  be 
Of  neere  alliance  vnto  Charitie. 
If  not ;  it  with  the  reft  from  Vertue  fwerues, 
And  fo  with  them  alike  reproofe  deferues. 
Which,  fome  will  wonder  at ;  fuch  as  fuppofe 
A  man  through  pitty  cannot  erre :  yet  thofe) 
If  they  haue  any  iudgement  of  their  owne, 
Shall  fay  Compafjion  may  amiffe  be  fhowne. 

Or  if  you  put  no  confidence  in  me, 
Come  to  our  Courts  of  luftice,  and  there  fee 
How  fhee's  abus'd  :  there  marke,  and  you  fhall  finde, 
It  makes  the  luror  many  times  fo  blinde, 
They  fee,  but  ftumbling  by  doe  tread, 
Befide  the  way  their  Euidences  lead 
There  you  may  fpy  the  reuerend  ludge  compeld 
Through  an  effeminate  tenderneffe,  to  yeeld 
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Vnto  this  melting  Paffion  :  Sometime  by 
A  perfonall  refpe6t  tane  by  the  eye  : 
Sometime  becaufe  th'offendor  (it  may  be) 
Already  hath  fuftain'd  much  mifery. 
And  this  thinke  they  is  Charitie  aright ; 
(Through  ignorance  indeed,)  forgetting  quite, 
Whim  they  an  ill  deferued  life  prolong, 
Therein  they  doe  not  onely  hijlice  wrong  ; 
But  by  their  indifcreet  and  fond  Compaffion, 
Vnwifely  hazzard  e'en  their  owne  difcretion. 

Some  through  this  pittie  (when  they  much  implore,) 
Though  they  vniuftly  fauour  him  that's  poore, 
Deeme  they  doe  not  amiffe,  and  why  ?  they  truft, 
(Becaufe)  their  meaning's  good,  their  dooings'  iuft. 

Some  there  are  alfo,  who  would  faine  be  deem'd 
Wife  men,  that  haue  through  weaknes  mif-efteem'd 
Thofe  Orders  which  for  wandring  rogues  are  made, 
As  though  that  begging  were  a  lawfull  trade  ; 
They  pitty  thofe  that  iuftly  punifht  be  : 
And  often  erring  in  their  Charitie, 
They  boldly  haue  accus'd  the  Lawes  therefore, 
As  if  their  rigour  iniured  the  poore. 

But  he  I  feare  whofe  iudgement  is  fo  flender, 
Or  hath  a  yeelding  heart  fo  fondly  tender 
To  ftoope  vnto  this  Pajfion  ;  neither  fpares 
The  lawes  of  God  nor  man  ;  but  oft  times  dares 
Peruert  them  both  ;  fuppofing  his  intent 
Shall  free  him  from  deferued  punifhment. 
And  though  that  God  himfelfe  faies  Kill,  reply 
With  No  alas  !  tis  pitty  he  foould  die : 

And 
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And  for  their  weaknes  merit  equall  check 

With  him  that  fpar'd  the  King  of  Amaleck, 

For  verily,  as  vertuous  as  it  fhowes, 

A  foolifli  pitty  quickly  ouerthrowes, 

In  warre  an  Army,  and  in  peace  a  State : 

And  this  lie  ftand  to,  'tis  as  bad  as  Hate : 

For  That  and  Bribes,  to  fuch  a  power  is  growne, 

hiftice  and  Confcience  are  quite  ouerthrowne. 

Certaine  it  is  (and  cannot  be  withftood, ) 
That  Pitty  fometimes  hurts  the  common  good. 
Yea  God  himfelfe  it  many  wayes  offends, 
And  therefore  that  man,  who  indeed  intends 
To  beare  himfelfe  vprightly,  ought  to  fee 
How  farre  this  Pajfion  may  admitted  be. 
For  feeme  how  'twill,  all  pitty  is  vnfit, 
Vnleffe  Gods  lawes  and  Mans  doe  warrant  it. 

But  I  haue  feene  a  tender-hearted  Affe, 
That's  worth  the  laughing  at,  and  doth  furpaffe 
For  foolifh  pitty  (  but  he,  he  alone 
Is  hurtfull  to  himfelfe,  or  elfe  to  none ) 
To  fuch  as  he,  read  but  fome  Tragedy, 
Or  any  peece  of  mournfull  Hiftory  ; 
And  if  the  matter  which  you  doe  relate, 
Be  forrowfull  or  fomething  Paffionate, 
Though  it  were  done  a  thoufand  yeeres  agoe, 
And  in  a  Country  he  did  neuer  know, 
Yet  will  he  weep  ( kind-heart )  as  if  thofe  men 
Were  of  his  friends  ;  and  the  mifchance  but  then 
Before  their  eyes  in  a6tion  :  nay,  vnfold, 
Some  new  made  tale,  that  neuer  yet  was  told, 
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So  it  be  dolefull,  and  doe  reprefent 

A  ftrange  and  lamentable  accedent : 

Although  not  onely  (as  I  faid  before) 

It  be  a  matter  meerely  fain'd  ;  but  more, 

Although  he  know  it  fo,  he  cannot  keepe 

His  melting  eyes  from  teares,  but  he  muft  weepe. 

Which  is  a  weakenes,  whence  more  mifchiefe  growes, 

Then  any  at  firft  thinking  would  fuppofe. 

I  might  touch  Parents  alfo  (in  the  City,) 
That  marre  their  children  by  their  cockring  pitty, 
If  other  Pajfions  call'd  me  not  away. 
And  yet  before  I  leaue,  thus  much  He  fay ; 
Want  of  rebuke  elfewhere,  and  rods  in  fchooles  ; 
Hath  almoft  fill'd  the  Land  with  knaues  and  foolcs. 

Then  you  that  thinke  we  need  no  pitty  fhun, 
Forfake  the  error  whereinto  you  run 
With  thofe  Diuines  that  admonitions  fpare, 
Or  in  reproouing  ouer-eafie  are  ; 
With  many  more  of  different  degree  : 
But  vnto  thefe  Tie  not  ore-bitter  be. 
And  you  that  are,  or  you  that  would  at  leaft, 
Be  counted  men,  and  beare  within  your  breaft 
That  vertue  which  befitting  manhood  is, 
Shun  fuch  bafe  humours  as  fond  Pitty  is. 
For  why  mould  you  be  there-with  ouer-borne, 
When  'tis  a  PaJJion  that  now  women  fcorne  ? 
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OF   CRVELTIE. 

SATYR.    14. 

BVt  here's  another  beares  vs  further  wide, 
(If  we  imbrace  it)  on  the  other  fide. 
And  therefore  whilft  we  feeke  how  to  beware 
Of  foolifh  Pitty  ;  we  mufb  haue  a  care, 
Leaft  this  doe  ouer-runne  vs  :  'tis  a  thing 
Whofe  very  name  doth  feeme  enough  to  bring 
All  men  in  their  opinion  to  confeffe, 
"Pis  an  inhumane  hellijh  wickednejfe. 
A  monftrous  PaJJion,  fo  vnfitt  to  reft, 
Or  harbour  in  a  reafonable  breft, 
That  beafts,  in  whom  it  rather  mould  remaine, 
Doe  for  the  greateft  part  the  fame  refraine. 

And  yet  as  odious  as  it  doth  appeare, 
Vnleffe  men  looke  to  their  affections  neare 
'Twill  fteale  vpon  them,  and  they  fhall  begin 
Not  onely  to  be  quickely  fnar'd  therein  : 
But  ("though  at  firft  they  do  abhorre  it  much) 
The  nature  of  this  Pafjlon  ftill  is  fuch, 
It  will  become  delightfuller,  and  make 
So  deepe  impreffion  in  the  heart,  and  take 
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So  fure  a  root,  'twill  hardly  be  difplac't, 
Whilft  that  the  body  by  the  foule  is  grac't. 

Though  many  doe  fuppofe  it  may  with  eafe 
Be  left,  or  taken,  as  each  man  fhall  pleafe  : 
Such  men  are  wide  ;  and  they  are  ouer-bold 
And  too  much  trufting  to  themfelues  that  hold 
We  need  not  this  fame  Pajfion  difcommend  .• 
Since  Nature  of  her  felfe  doth  reprehend 
So  vile  a  fault.     For,  thus  fay  they 
Our  Reajon  neuer  can  fo  much  decay 
To  make  vs,  our  humanity  defile 
With  any  Pajfion  that  it  knowes  fo  vile. 

Indeed,  it  is  a  monftrous  villany, 
And  moft  I  thinke  can  raile  at  Cruelty : 
Yet  let  none  be  fecure  ;  for  this  is  true, 
Thofe  odious  vices  we  doe  moft  efchew, 
Grow  pleafmg  by  degrees.     When  Hafacl 
Was  told  what  he  fhould  doe  to  Ifrael, 
Full  little  thought  he  then  his  gentle  heart 
Should  euer  giue  confent  to  act  a  part 
Of  fuch  a  Tragicke  Sccene ;  and  yet  we  finde 
He  became  after  of  another  minde. 
For  mans  intents  and  beft  affections  be 
Exceeding  fubiect  to  vncertaintie. 
What  leaft  we  thinke  to  doe  fvnleffe  each  hower 
We  haue  remembrances^  fuch  ftate  is  our, 
We  often  minde  not.     For  which  caufe,  the  Sire 
Of  that  bold  Grcecian  King,  who  did  afpire 
To  be  the  worlds  third  Monarch  ;  knowing  well 
Himfelfe  to  be  a  Man,  miftrufted  ftill, 
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To  what  he  might  through  humane  frailty  fall, 
And  therefore  ftill  appointed  one  to  call 
Thus  at  his  window  (ere  the  day  began) 
PHILIP,  Remember  that  thou  art  a  man. 

And  fure  as  hatefull  as  this  Paffion  is, 
To  haue  fome  Caueat  is  not  much  amiffe. 
For,  though  no  fuch  things  in  our  felues  we  fpie, 
In  fecret  oftentimes  'twill  lurking  lie. 
And  when  it  breakes  forth  into  any  a<5l, 
With  colour  of  fome  vertue  hides  the  fact, 
As  luftice,  or  the  like  :  and  then  it  will 
So  harden  by  degrees,  the  heart  in  ill ; 
As  that  we  fhall  not  thinke  we  doe  amiffe, 
When  as  our  Cruelty  extreameft  is. 
He  deemes  himfelfe  no  fuch,  that  without  fhame 
Doth  rob  another  of  his  honeft  name 
By  raifing  falfe  reports  ;  nor  that  hard  Lord, 
Who  to  his  Tenant  grudges  to  afford 
What  Law  and  Conscience  giues  :  nor  he  that  takes 
The  common  profit  to  himfelfe,  and  makes 
His  owne  good  of  it,  when  he  knowes  thereby 
Many  a  poore  man's  brought  to  beggery. 
Thefe  thinke  with  cruelty  they  doe  not  deale, 
What  wrongs  fo  ere  they  doe  the  Common-weale, 
This  vice  fo  hardens  them.     The  damn'd  Vfurers, 
And  cut-throat  Brokers,  Mammons  Treafurers 
(Who  by  the  fmall  vfe  they  of  riches  make, 
Doe  for  another  feeme  their  care  to  take) 
Though  not  content  with  Statute  vfury, 
A  thoufand  other  polling  trickes  they  try  ; 
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Increafmg  their  lewd  gaines  by  bribes  and  gifts, 
And  many  viler  or  more  lawleffe  fhifts  : 
Though  they  doe  make  no  confcience  what  they  doe, 
So  they  may  a6l  it,  and  fcape  luftice  too, 
Pinching  poore  Debtors,  till  their  greedy  hands 
Haue  got  poffeffion  both  of  goods  and  lands, 
Would  not  be  cruell  thought,  although  that  this 
Be  as  true  Cruelty  as  any  is. 

And,  what  are  Lawyers  ?  that  can  brooke  to  fee 
Chriftians  like  Beafts  that  ftill  at  variance  be  ; 
And  when  it  lyeth  in  their  power  to  part  them, 
Doe  for  their  owne  gaine  vnto  difcord  hart  them  ? 
Or  nourifh  ftill  the  ftrife  by  adding  fuell 
To  difcords  flame  ?     Truft  me  I  thinke  them  cruell 
What-ere  they  deeme  themfelues  :  and  not  alone 
The  mercileffe  offender ;  but  each  one, 
Who  when  he  doth  perceiue  that  there  is  need, 
Is  flacke  to  doe  a  charitable  deed. 
What  may  be  thought  of  them,  whofe  chiefeft  care 
Is  pampering  the  flefh  with  curious  fare  ; 
Largely  prouiding  for  the  bodies  good, 
Whilft  the  poore  foule  is  hunger-ftaru'd  for  food  ? 
Are  not  they  cruell  ?     Is  it  like  that  fuch, 
Who  can  negle6l  their  deareft  foules  fo  much, 
Are  mercifull  to  others  ?    You  will  fay 
Murder  is  cruelty.     Then  what  are  they 
That  by  falfe  do6lrine,  fraught  with  errors  foule, 
Doe  murder,  or  doe  worfe  then  kill  the  foule  ? 
Them  to  be  guilty,  none  can  well  deny. 

But  you  will  fay  'tis  not  that  Cruelty 
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You  vnderftood  :  As  if  you  did  fuppofe, 
None  through  this  Pafjlon  did  offend  but  thofe 
That  feeke  for  bloud.     Indeed  that  is  the  worft, 
And  of  all  cruelty  the  moft  accurft  ; 
Which  for  no  other  purpos'd  end  is  vs'd, 
But  a  meere  longing  to  fee  things  abus'd. 
Then  'tis  at  higheft,  when  men  vfe  to  fee, 
Or  a6l  fome  deed  that's  full  of  Crueltie ; 
Onely  for  that  'tis  fo  ;  or  'caufe  their  will 
Findes  diuellifh  contentments  in  their  ill. 

Such  was  his  humour  who  (out  of  defire 
To  fee  how  Troy  burnt  when  it  was  on  firej 
Caus'd  Rome  in  many  a  place  at  once  to  flame  ; 
And  longing  to  behold  from  whence  he  came, 
Ript  vp  his  mothers  wombe.     So  in  the  height 
Was  alfo  his,  that  tooke  fo  much  delight 
In  feeing  men  extreamely  tortured, 
That  he  out  of  his  bounty  promifed 
A  large  reward  to  him  that  could  inuent 
The  cruell'ft  and  vnvfuall'fl  punifhment. 
Which  Phalaris  demaunding,  was  therefore 
The  firft  that  made  his  brazen  Bull  to  roare. 

Such  is  theirs  alfo,  whofe  vnmanly  natures 
Can  be  the  needleffe  death  of  any  creatures  : 
Or  torture,  or  behold  them  pleafmgly, 
While  they  abufed  and  tormented  die. 
Truft  me  ;  bee't  but  a  dogge,  Nature  denies, 
And  God  forbids  that  we  mould  tyrannize. 
Much  more  on  man :  yet  there  is  many  a  one 
That  to  this  hellifh  Pajfion  is  fo  prone, 
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With  boafts  he  glories  in  his  mifchiefes  to, 
And  vncompell'd  would  make  no  more  adoe 
To  murther  till  a  Countrey  were  vnmand, 
Than  doth  a  Schoole-boy  with  a  walking  wand 
To  lop  downe  Thirties.     But  all  fuch  men  be 
Extreamely  cruell  in  the  high'fl  degree. 

And  though  the  firft  rehearfed  be  not  fo, 
Yet  thereto  they  may  very  quickly  grow  : 
(Vnleffe  they  haue  oft  warning  to  beware,) 
Sith  they  already  halfe-way  entred  are. 
Efpecially  the  greedy  hungry  Elfe, 
That  would  for  profit  gladly  damne  himfelfe. 
For  Anar ice  doth  harden  fo  the  heart, 
In  any  mifchiefe  he  may  beare  a  part  : 
No  cruelty  the  Couetous  refraines, 
Murther,  nor  Treafon,  fo  he  may  haue  gaines  : 

More  I  could  fay  againft  this  Pajfion  yet  : 
But  would  men  of  themfelues  well  ponder  it, 
A  little  Meditation  of  their  owne, 
Might  profit  more  then  all  that  I  haue  fliowne. 
And  therefore  I  will  heere  conclude  with  this, 
As  he  is  blcffed  tJiat  rneeke-hearted  is : 
So  on  tJie  Cruell  HgJitly  doth  attend 
A  Jieauy  curfe,  and  a  moft  fear e full  end. 
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OF   IOY. 

SATYR.    15. 

OF  all  the  Pafftons  handled  hitherto, 
With  this  that  followes  I  had  leaft  to  doe. 
By  fome  fmall  trials  tho,  that  I  haue  had, 
I  finde  'tis  better  farre  then  beeing  fad  : 
And  that  no  greater  good  on  earth  might  be, 
If  it  would  laft,  and  were  from  cumbrance  free. 
But  that  can  neuer  be,  our  ftate  is  fuch  ; 
And  Dejliny  moreouer  feemes  to  grutch 
Ought  fhould  be  perfect  in  mortality, 
Left  we  fhould  leaue  to  feeke  Eternitie. 
Neuer  could  any  yet  that  Toy  obtaine 
On  which  there  follow'd  neither  fhame  nor  paine 
For  he  (no  queftion)  that's  allowed  moft, 
Doth  deerely  pay  for  what  is  quickly  loft. 

But  fure  the  reafon  why  mans  Toy  fo  foone 
Is  chang'd  to  forrow,  is  becaufe  there's  none, 
Or  very  few,  that  doe  their  gladneffe  found 
Vpon  a  folid,  firme,  fubftantiall  ground  : 
But  on  fuch  fubiects,  as  no  maruaile  tho, 
It  doth  receiue  fo  quicke  an  ouerthrow. 
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And  brings  fo  fliarp  a  farewell.     For,  one  ioyes 
In  Dogs,  Apes,  Monkeis,  or  fome  fuch  like  toyes  ; 
And  when  they  faile  fas  how  can  they  laft  long  ? ) 
Their  mirth  is  fmifht,  they  muft  change  their  fong. 

Some  in  their  Honour  all  their  ioy  doe  place  ; 
And  then,  if  but  a  frowne  or  fome  difgrace 
Adde  the  leaft  motion  vnto  Fortunes  wheele, 
Sorrow  takes  place,  and  little  ioy  they  feele. 

Take  but  away  his  fubftance,  you  defbroy 
The  miferable  Rich-mans  onely  ioy, 
And  foone  by  ficknes  that  delight's  defac't, 
Which  man  in  beauty,  or  in  ftrength  hath  plac't. 
Yea,  the  bed  ioy  in  tranfitory  things, 
They  beeing  loft,  at  laft  a  forrow  brings. 
All  men  fhould  therefore  make  a  carefull  choice 
Of  that,  wherein  their  meaning's  to  reioyce, 
And  not  affe6l  things  fo  extreamely  vaine, 
As  make  them  to  repent  their  ioy  againe. 
Yet  many  doe  fo  fettle  their  delight 
On  things  vnworthy,  that  they  are  e'en  quite 
Bereft  of  vnderftanding,  when  they  fee 
They  muft  of  them  againe  depriued  be. 

One  foole  hath  loft  his  Hawke  to  day,  and  he 
Can  neither  eate  nor  drinke,  nor  merry  be  : 
There  was  his  onely  ioy  ;  and  now  tis  gone, 
Without  all  doubt  the  Gentleman's  vndone. 

Young  Miftris  Vanity  is  alfo  fad, 
Becaufe  the  Parrat's  dead  fhe  lately  had. 
Alas  /  and  blame  her  not  if  that  fhe  houle, 
That  Parrat  was  ( I  warrant)  halfe  her  foule. 
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But  weigh  this  you  that  haue  your  better  parts 
Of  an  immortall  fame  :  awake  your  harts, 
And  from  delighting  droffe  and  clay  remoue 
Your  loyes,  to  place  them  on  the  things  aboue. 
So  fhall  you  fbill  haue  reafon  to  reioyce ; 
And  not  with  forrow  thus  repent  your  choyce. 
This  that  you  fo  much  dote  on,  is  a  toy, 
So  farre  from  meriting  the  name  of  Toy, 
That  either  tis  not  thoroughly  obtained, 
Or  if  it  be  in  fuch  a  meafure  gained 
As  you  would  wifh  it,  then  you  are  no  leffe 
Endanger'd  by  an  Ouer-ioyfulneffe. 
For  had  you  feene  Men  that  were  calm'd  at  Sea, 
And  forc't  the  leyfure  of  the  windes  to  flay, 
Halfe  ftaru'd  for  food,  brought  to  fome  happy  fhore, 
Where  is  of  victualling,  with  all  things  ftore, 
And  there  through  hunger  greedily  begin 
To  glut  their  ftomacks  that  haue  fafting  bin, 
With  the  long-wifht-for  cates  ;  Lo  while  they  eate, 
They  growe  extreamly  faint  with  wholfome  meate : 
And  thorough  weakenes,  by  difufe  of  food, 
That  which  was  for  their  comfort  and  their  good 
Turnes  to  their  bane.     Right  fo  it  fares  in  this  : 
For  he  that  long  time  in  fome  forrow  is, 
And  toft  vpon  the  boyflrous  Seas  of  care, 
If  for  his  comfort  he  be  landed  there 
Where  ioy  abounds  :  his  hart  ( where  none  hath  bin 
Full  many  a  day  before )  receiues  it  in 
So  out  of  meafure,  that  it  euen  makes 
The  Soule  vnquiet ;  and  thereby  he  takes 
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A  furfeit :  whofe  ftrong  violence  is  fuch, 
The  body  faints,  or  is  indanger'd  much. 

Some  of  mine  owne  acquaintance  I  haue  feene 
That  with  this  Paffwn  haue  o'er-charged  been, 
And  at  relating  of  fome  newes  that's  good, 
Haue  almoft  fenfeleffe  and  amazed  ftood  .- 
Yea,  been  fo  rauifh't  with  the  toy  they  tooke, 
That  they  haue  for  a  time  their  Hues  forfooke. 

But  neither  can  nor  will  I  ere  commend 
Such  ioy  as  this  ;  for  when  we  apprehend 
That  we  delight  in,  with  too  deepe  content, 
God  layes  that  on  vs  for  a  punifhment ; 
To  mow  what  danger  and  vncertainty 
Is  in  the  beft  of  Earths  felicity  : 
And  that  no  Ioy  can  fweet  or  lafting  proue, 
Which  from  his  fpeciall  fauour  doth  not  mouc. 

Some-what  ftill  followes  euery  other  Toy, 
That  doth  with  bitterneffe  the  fweet  deflroy  : 
And  fure,  this  may  fome  reafon  of  it  be  ; 
Men  in  their  mirth  are  careleffe  to  fore-fee 
What  ill  may  follow,  and  (beyond  all  meafure) 
Giue  way  vnto  their  falfe  conceiued  pleafure. 
Which  hurtfull  liberty  they  muft  reftraine, 
If  they  will  any  true  contentment  gaine. 
And  I  am  of  this  minde,  If  euery  man 
Would  curbe  rebellious  thoughts  but  what  he  can, 
Armes  of  refiftance  he  might  better  weeld  ; 
And  not  fo  bafely  to  this  Paffwn  yeeld. 
Neither  befits  it  Man,  that  ought  to  be 
At  all  times  fenc't  with  magnanimitie, 
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To  fufifer  any  mifchiefe  to  annoy 

His  minde,  through  either  too  much  Care  or  loy  : 

But  fo  the  one  fhould  of  the  other  borrow, 

He  might  be  fad  with  Mirth,  and  glad  with  forrow. 

Thus  I  aduife.     And  heere  my  pen  fhall  ffcay  ; 

The  reafon  is,  I  haue  no  more  to  fay  : 

But  when  with  ioy  I  am  acquainted  better, 

Fie  tell  you  more,  or  elfe  remaine  your  debter. 
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OF   SORROW. 


S  A  T  Y  R.     I  6. 


OF  this  fad  PaJJwn  I  may  knowledge  take. 
And  well  fay  fome-what  for  acquaintance  fake. 
Tis  a  difeafe  that  doth  poffeffe  fo  many, 
It  neither  doth  forbeare  nor  fauour  any. 
Come  when  it  will,  an  ill  report  it  gaines, 
And  euery  one  of  his  hard  vfage,  plaines. 
Then  tis  befide  fo  troublefome  a  gueft : 
None  that  doe  harbour  it  haue  any  reft  : 
And  which  is  worfe,  though  he  his  hoft  difeafes, 
'Tis  thought  he  cannot  rid  him  when  he  pleafes. 

And  yet,  me  thinks,  if  man  would  vfe  his  might, 
He  may  affwage  if  not  out-weare  it  quite  : 
It  is  at  leaft  his  dutie  ;  For  fhould  he 
That  muft  on  earth  th'  Almighties  Viceroy  be  ? 
Should  he  to  whom  the  Soueraigne  Lord  hath  gitien 
A  countenance  that  mould  behold  the  heauen  ? 
With  Sorrowes  vifage  hide  his  manly  grace, 
And  groueling  turne  to  earth  his  blubber'd  face  ? 
Is't  not  a  fhame  to  fee  the  man  who  faith 
That  he  a  Chriftian  is,  and  feemes  t'hauc  faith, 
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Should  for  misfortune  without  remedy, 

Be  paffionate  in  fuch  extremitie, 

That  childifh  teares  not  onely  ftaine  his  face, 

(Which  may  be  borne  withall  in  many  a  cafe ) 

But  alfo  raues,  growes  furious  ;  and  extends 

His  griefe  paft  Reafons  limits  ?  who  commends 

A  man  for  that  ?     Say,  is  it  any  leffe 

Than  to  deny  by  deed  what  words  profeffe  ? 

For  who  would  think  which  fees  how  he  bewailes 

The  loffe  of  breath  that  in  a  moment  failes 

That  he  belieues,  but  rather  thinks  'tis  vaine, 

To  hope  or  truft,  the  flefh  mail  rife  againe  ? 

Or  that  there  were,  as  holy  Scripture  faith, 

Any  reivardfor  them  that  die  in  faith. 

It's  a  plaine  token  of  a  misbeliefe, 

When  Chfiftians  fo  ore-whelme  themfelues  with  griefe  : 

And  therefore,  though  I  doe  not  difcommend 

The  moderate  bewailing  of  a  friend  ; 

I  wifh  the  Extreame  hereof  men  might  defpife, 

Left  their  profeffion  they  doe  Scandalize. 

Befide  ( though  as  I  feem'd  to  fay  before ) 
Vnles't  be  common,  'tis  no  common  fore, 
Becaufe  it  hurts  but  thofe  that  entertaine  it, 
Yet  good  it  were  if  all  men  could  refraine  it. 
For  it  not  onely  makes  mans  vifage  be 
Wried,  Deform'd,  and  Wrinkled  as  we  fee  ; 
Himfelfe  exiling  from  the  common  eye, 
To  vexe  and  grieue  alone,  he  knowes  not  why : 
But  alfo  brings  difeafes,  with  his  death, 
By  the  vntimely  flopping  of  his  breath. 

It 
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It  makes  his  friends  to  loath  his  company, 
And  greatly  hinders  his  commoditie. 
For,  who  to  deale  in  his  affaires  is  fit, 
Vnleffe  with  good  will  he  attendeth  it  ? 
And  howfoere  it  feeme  ;  yet  furely,  this, 
As  farre  from  vertue  as  bad  pleafure  is  : 
For  as  through  th'one  we  to  much  euill  run, 
So  many  good  things  th'other  leaues  vndone, 

I  wonder  that  this  Pafjlon  fhould  touch 
The  hearts  of  men,  to  make  them  grieue  fo  much 
As  many  doe,  for  prefent  miferies  ? 
Haue  they  no  feeling  of  felicities 
That  are  to  come  ?     If  that  they  be  in  paine, 
Let  hope  giue  eafe  ;  It  will  not  alwaies  raine. 
Calmes  doe  the  rougheft  ftormes  that  are  attend, 
And  th'longeft  night  that  is,  will  haue  an  end. 

But  'tis  ftill  bad  thou  fayft  :  take't  patiently, 
An  Age  is  nothing  to  Eternitie. 
Thy  tim's  not  here ;  Enuy  not,  though  that  fome 
Seeme  to  thee  happy  ;  their  bad  day's  to  come  : 
And  if  thou  knew' ft  the  griefe  they  muft  fuftaine, 
Thou  would'ft  not  thinke  fo  hardly  of  thy  paine. 

I  muft  confeffe,  'twas  once  a  fault  of  mine 
At  euery  mifaduenture  to  repine. 
I  fought  Preferment,  and  it  fled  me  ftill, 
Whereat  I  grieu'd,  and  thought  my  fortune  ill. 
I  vext  to  fee  fome  in  profperitie, 
Deride  and  fcoffe  at  my  aduerfity. 
But  fince,  aduis'd,  and  weighing  in  my  minde 
The  courfe  of  things,  I  foone  began  to  finde 
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The  vaineneffe  of  them.     Thofe  I  faw  of  late 

In  bliffe  ( as  I  thought )  fcorning  my  eftate, 

I  fee  now  ebbing,  and  the  once  full  tide 

That  ouer-flow'd  the  lofty  bancks  of  pride, 

Hath  left  them  like  the  fand-fhoare,  bare  and  dry, 

And  almoft  in  as  poore  a  cafe  as  I. 

Befides,  I  view'd  my  dayes  now  gone  and  paft, 
And  how  my  fortunes  from  the  firft  to  th'laft 
Were  linkt  together :  I  obferu'd,  I  fay, 
Each  Chance  and  Deed  of  mine,  from  day  to  day, 
That  memory  could  keepe  ;  yet  found  I  none, 
Not  one  thing  in  my  life  that  was  alone, 
But  ftill  it  either  did  depend  on  fome 
That  was  already  paffed  or  to  come. 
Yea,  the  mofh  childifh,  idle,  trifling  thing, 
That  feemed  no  neceffity  to  bring, 
In  that,  hath  the  beginnings  oft  bin  hid, 
Of  fome  the  waightieft  things  that  ere  I  did. 
But  chiefely,  to  abate  th'exceffiue  ioying 
In  worldly  things,  and  to  preuent  th'annoying 
Of  any  forrow  ;  this  I  noted  thence, 
(And  euer-fmce  haue  made  it  a  defence 
For  both  thefe  Paffions )  I  haue  truely  feene  ; 
That  thofe  things  where-with  I  haue  ioyed  been, 
Highly  delighted,  and  the  deareft  lou'd ; 
Eu'n  thofe  fame  very  things,  haue  often  prou'd 
My  chiefeft  Care.     And  I  haue  found  againe, 
That  which  I  deem'd  my  greateft  loffe,  or  paine, 
And  wherewithall  I  haue  been  moft  annoyd, 
And  fhould  haue  deem'd  a  bleffmg  to  auoyd ; 
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That,  which  my  heart  hath  ak't  for :  and  wherein 

I  thought  me  moft  vnhappy  ;  that,  hath  bin 

The  ground  of  my  beft  ioyes.     For,  which  caufc,  I 

Aduife  all  men  that  are  in  mifery 

To  ftand  vnmou'd.     For  why,  they  doe  not  know 

Whether  it  be  to  them  for  good  or  no. 

They  ought  not  for  to  murmure,  or  to  pine 

At  any  thing,  mail  pleafe  the  Power  Diuine 

To  lay  vpon  them  ;  for  my  minde  is  this, 

Eachforrow  is  an  entrance  into  blijfe. 

And  tJiat  tJie greateft plcafure  we  attainc, 

Is  but  afigne  of  fome  enfuing paine, 

But  to  be  plainer,  this  our  life's  a  toy, 

That  hath  nought  in  it  worth  our  grief e  or  ioy. 

But  there  are  fome  bafe-minded  dunghill  Elucs, 
That  forrow  not  for  any  but  themfelues. 
Or  if  they  doe,  'tis  onely  for  the  loffe 
Of  fome  old  creft-falne  lade  :  but  that's  a  croffe 
Paft  bearing  ;  be  it  but  a  rotten  fheepe, 
Or  two  ftale  egges,  they  will  fuch  yelling  keepe 
As  if  thereby  had  perifhed  a  Brood 
In  which  confifted  halfe  the  Kingdomes  good. 

But  I  intreat  them  ffince  cares  muft  befall) 
They  would  be  patient ;  Who  can  doe  withall  ? 
And  alfo  let  them  of  much  griefe  beware  : 
For  they  haue  heard  what  dangers  therein,  are. 
And  euery  one  almoft  can  tell  them,  that 
'Tis  an  old  faying,  Care  will  kill  a  Cat. 
Then  let  them  take  heart ;  chiefely,  fith  they  fee 
None  liue  but  fometime  they  muft  loofers  be. 

M  Which 
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Which  is  an  eafe  :  for  I  haue  heard  them  tell, 
With  mates  they  care  not  if  they  goe  to  hell. 
But  in  good  earneft  now ;  let  vs  not  run 
Willingly  hereinto  as  we  haue  done. 
Auoyde  it  rather,  as  a  hurtfull  foe, 
That  can  effect  nought  but  our  ouer-throw. 
And  for  the  fame  receiue  into  our  bread 
An  honeft  mirth,  which  is  a  better  gueft. 
And  whatfoe're  our  former  griefe  hath  bin, 
Let  vs  ne're  forrow  more,  but  for  our  Sin. 
So,  with  this  Paffion,  end  the  reft  will  I, 
Becaufe  it  ends  not  till  our  end  is  nigh. 


THE 
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The  Concht/ion. 
(V) 

THus  haue  I  labour'd  fome  Effecls  to  Ihow, 
That  doe  from  mens  abufed  Paffwns  flow  : 
Which,  with  examples  of  old  ages  paft, 
And  wife  mens  Sayings,  I  might  more  haue  grac't. 
But  that  I  am  refolu'd  to  tie  my  Rimes 
As  much  as  may  be  to  the  prefent  times. 

I  alfo  might,  amongft  thefe  here,  haue  told, 
The  Bodie's  Paffions  ;  as  Hunger,  Cold, 
Heat,  Thirft,  and  fuch  like :  but  their  force  is  feene, 
And  moft  men  haue  fufficient  carefull  been 
How  to  preuent  them.     They,  laft  not  fo  long, 
Nor  are  by  much  fo  violent  and  ftrong, 
Or  dangerous  as  thefe.     But  if  men  knew, 
Or  with  the  eye  of  Reafon  would  o're-view 
Thefe  Soule-bred  maladies  (as  fure  they  ought ) 
They  would  with  greater  diligence  haue  fought 
The  cure  of  them,  before  the  worft  difeafe, 
That  doth  the  body  and  no  more  difpleafe. 
But  now  the  reafon  men  difturbed  are 
For  the  moffc  part  with  fuch  prepofterous  Care, 
Is  this  ;  Through  their  corrupted  iudgement  they 
Doe  onely  on  things  feene  depend  and  ftay. 
Which  being  moft  apparant  to  the  fence, 
So  muffles  vp  the  weake  Intelligence, 
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And  blinds  her,  that  fhe  hath  no  power  to  fee 
The  better  things  that  more  fubfifting  be. 
When  if  they  could,  conceiue  but  halfe  fo  well 
The  Soules  eftate,  they'd  labour  to  expell 
All  thofe  corruptions,  that  may  caufe  her  woe, 
And  thofe  fell  Pajftons  that  molefl  her  fo. 

But  fome  men  haue  in  this  opinion  flood, 
That  euery  Pajfioris  naturall  and  good. 
Indeed  Philofophers  the  fame  doe  call, 
A  motion  of  the  foule  that's  naturall. 
And  in  fome  fort,  we  may  not  be  afraid 
To  hold  for  truth,  as  much  as  they  haue  faid. 
But  we  muft  make  a  difference  of  it  then  ; 
And  grant  that  two-fold  Paffions  are  in  men  : 
One  fort  vnto  the  nobleft  things  afpiring 
And  fuch  as  what  is  meerely  good,  defiring 
Therein  reioyceth  :  moderate,  and  weake 
In  operation.     And  the  truth  to  fpeake, 
We  haue  it  rather  by  Gods  infpiration, 
Than  bred  within  vs  at  our  Generation. 

The  other  fas  th'effedls  thereof  doe  ihow) 
Doth  by  our  owne  corrupted  nature  grow ; 
For,  it  is  head-ftrong,  ram,  infatiate, 
Wondrous  difordred,  and  immoderate  : 
Of  which  kinde  thefe  are,  whereof  I  haue  fpoken, 
And  they  are  oft  the  caufe  mens  fleepes  are  broken. 
'Tis  that,  which  makes  them  raue,  or  grieue,  or  ioy 
So  out  of  meafure  for  a  trifling  toy. 
Yea,  that  'tis  onely  makes  them  oft  fo  teafie ; 
Their  friends  feeme  troublefome,  their  beds  vneafie. 
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And  laftly,  thefe  are  the  occafions  ftill 

Of  all  misfortunes,  and  of  euery  ill. 

Th'effects  they  doe  produce,  we  alfo  fee, 

Contrary  to  our  expectations  be. 

For,  he  that  hopes,  or  lookes  for  to  attaine 

Great  ioy  and  pleafure,  haps  on  griefe  and  paine. 

But  by  what  meanes  may  men  thefe  Paffions  kill  ? 
Sure,  not  by  the  procuring  of  their  will, 
As  fome  imagine.     For,  firft  it  may  be 
A  thing  that's  not  in  poffibilitie 
For  them  to  reach  vnto.     But  fay  it  were, 
Will  the  Ambitious-minded-man  forbeare 
To  be  Ambitious,  if  he  once  fulfill 
His  longing  thoughts  f     No,  he  will  rather  ftill 
Increafe  that  Paffion  which  at  firft  he  had, 
Or  fall  into  fome  other  that's  as  bad. 
For,  altering  the  Condition,  or  Eftate, 
The  foules  vexation  doth  no  more  abate, 
Than  changing  roomes  or  beds  doth  eafe  his  paines 
That  hath  a  Feuer :  fith,  the  Caufe  remaines 
Still  in  himfelfe.     But  how  and  which  way  then 
May  thefe  difeafes  be  recur' d  in  men  ? 
Why,  by  Philofophy,  Counfell,  and  Reafon  : 
Thefe  being  well  apply'd  in  their  due  feafon, 
May  doe  much  good.    Elfe  feeke  the  Caufe  whence  rife, 
Thefe  hurtfull  and  pernicious  maladies. 
Let  them  confider  that,  and  fo  they  may 
Cut  off  th'effe6l,  by  taking  it  away. 
But  if  they  cannot  the  occafions  finde, 
He  tell  them  :  'tis  a  bafeneffe  of  the  minde  ; 
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Or  elfe  a  falfe  Opinion  that's  in  fome, 
Of  good  or  euill  prefent  or  to  come. 

Refpe6ling  good  things  thus  :  They  doe  defire 
And  are  too  vehemently  fet  on  fire 
With  coueting  what  feemes  fo  ;  or  annoying 
Themfelues  with  an  exceffiue  Ouer-ioying 
In  the  obtaining.     In  regard  of  ill, 
They  are  oppreffed  with  fome  forrow  ftill. 
So  that  we  fee,  if  men  would  goe  about 
To  change  their  mindes,  and  driue  that  bafeneffe  out 
Through  Magnanimity  (  And  note  well  this, 
That  Paffion  but  fome  falfe  Opinion  is, 
Fram'd  by  the  Will,  and  drawne  by  the  direction 
Of  ludgement  that's  corrupted  by  affection) 
Me  thinks  they  might  by  Reafons  helpe  confound 
The  former  errors  that  haue  tane  fuch  ground 
In  their  weake  hearts,  and  learne  for  to  efheeme 
That  which  doth  neither  good  nor  euill  feeme 
( And  in  their  foules  fuch  perturbation  wrought ) 
As  things  nor  good,  nor  ill ;  and  that  which  ought 
( Being  vnworthy^)  neither  to  moleft, 
Nor  breed  no  Paffions  in  their  carefull  breaft. 

By  thefe,  and  other  fuch  like  meanes  as  thefe, 
The  wife  Philofophers  in  elder  dayes 
Kept  out  thofe  Furies.     And  'twere  now  a  fhame 
If  that  we  Chriftians  could  not  doe  the  fame ; 
Hauing  befides  thofe  helpes  whereon  they  flayd, 
A  certaine  promife  of  a  better  ayde, 
If  wee'l  but  aske  it.     Let's  demaund  it  then, 
To  rid  thefe  euils  from  our  foules  agen. 

If 
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If  that  we  feele  them  yet  not  ftirring  in  vs, 
Let  vs  preuent  them  ere  by  force  they  win  vs. 
For,  'tis  more  eafie  (eu'ry  one  doth  know) 
To  keepe  him  out,  than  to  expell  a  foe, 

If  any  thinke  I  from  my  purpofe  fwerue, 
Caufe  my  intent  was  chiefly  to  Obferue, 
And  not  to  Teach  :  let  them  not  blame  me  tho  ; 
For  who  can  fee  his  friends  lie  ficke,  and  know 
Which  way  to  cure  them  f     But  you'l  fay  my  skill 
Cannot  inftru6l  you  :  yet  may  my  good  will 
Be  worth  accepting  :  and  that  howfoeuer 
Is  not  to  be  reiected  altogether. 
For,  I  haue  feene  when  in  a  knowne  difeafe, 
Doctors  with  all  their  Art  could  giue  no  eafe 
To  their  weake  Patient ;  a  poore  Countrey  Dame 
Hath  with  a  home-made  med'cine  cur'd  the  fame  : 
And  why  not  I,  in  this  ?     Yes,  He  abide  it ; 
Being  well  vs'd,  it  helpes,  for  I  haue  tride  it. 

Thus  much  for  that ;  but  ftill  there  doe  remaine 
Some  other  Obferuations  to  explaine. 
I  haue  not  done  ;  for  I  am  further  taskt, 
And  there's  more  Humors  yet  to  be  vnmaskt, 
Wherein  becaufe  I  will  not  ftep  aftray, 
Nor  fwarue  from  Truth  a  iot  befide  the  way, 
Tie  fay  no  more,  (left  men  fhould  feeme  belide) 
Than  what  my  owne  experience  hath  efpide  : 
And  then,  if  any  frowne  (as  fure  they  dare  not) 
So  I  fpeake  Truth,  let  them  frowne  ftill,  I  care  not. 

But  if  my  Mufe  you  fhould  fo  fawcy  finde, 
Sometime  to  leaue  her  notes,  and  fpeake  her  minde 
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As  oft  fhe  will,  when  fhe  perchance  doth  fee 
How  vaine,  or  weake,  or  fickle,  mofh  men  be. 
Yet  blame  me  not,  'tis  out  of  much  good  will 
I  beare  to  you,  and  hatred  vnto  ill. 
Which  when  I  fee,  my  purpos'd  courfe  I  breake, 
Becaufe  indeed,  I  am  compell'd  to  fpeake. 
Yet  thinke  not,  though  I  fome-where  bitter  be, 
I  count  my  felfe  from  all  thofe  vices  free  : 
Rather  imagine  'tis  to  me  well  knowne, 
That  heere  with  others  faults  I  tell  mine  owne. 

The  end  of  the  fir  ft  Booke. 
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THou  that  Created/I  all  things  in  a  Weeke, 
Great  GOD  (whofe  fauour  I  doc  oncly  fecke, ) 
E*ne  tJwu  by  wliofe  dcfircd  infpirations 
I  vndertookc  to  make  tliefe  Obferuations  ; 
Oh  grant  Ipray,fith  thou  Jiajl  daignd  to  JJiow 
TJiy  fcrnant  that  which  thoufands  doe  not  knoiv, 
That  this  my  noting  of  mans  hum'rous  Paffion, 
May  worke  within  me  fome  good  A  Iteration, 
And  make  me  fo  for  mine  owne  follies  forry, 
That  I  may  lead  a  life  -unto  thy  glory. 

Let  not  Ambition,  nor  a  foule  Defire, 
Nor  Hate,  nor  Enny  fct  my  heart  on  fire : 
Rcucnge,  nor  CJiollcr,  no  nor  lealoujie ; 
And  keepe  me  from  Defpaire  and  Cruelty, 
Fond  Hope  expcll ;  and  I  befecch  thce  bleffe 
My  fonle  from  Feare  and  too  much  Hcaitincffe. 
But  giue  me  fpeciall  grace  to  flmnne  the  vice 
That  is  fo  common  ;  bcajlly  Anarice  : 
And  grant  me  power  I  not  onely  knoiv, 
But  fly  e  thofe  enils  that  from  Paffion  flow. 

Moreouer,  noiv  infpire  my  fonle  ivith  Art, 
And  grant  me  thy  afjtflance  to  impart 
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The  reft  of  mens  ill  Cuftomes  yet  remaining, 
A  nd  their  vaine  humours  ;  that  by  my  explaining, 
They  may  perceiue  how  odious  I  can  make  them, 
Blujh  at  the  reading,  and  at  laft  forfake  them. 
Yea,  let  my  mtife  in  this,  and  things  to  come, 
Sing  to  thy  glory,  Lord,  or  elfe  be  dumbe. 
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Bookc. 

Of  the  Vanitie,  Inconftancie,  Weakeneffe,  and 
Prcfnmption  of  Men. 

OF   V  A  N  I  T  I  E. 

SATYR,    i . 

MY  Mufe,  that  now  hath  done  the  beft  flie  can 
To  blaze  corrupted  Pafjlou  bred  in  man, 
Goes  further  heere,  and  meaneth  to  vndoe 
Another  knot  of  ills  he's  prone  vnto. 
From  which,  as  out  of  the  maine  roote  there  growes 
All  whatfoeuer  euill,  Mankind  knowes. 
With  thoufands  of  bad  Humors  ;  of  which  fome 
(Such  as  to  minde  by  obferuation  come  ; 
As  alfo,  fuch  as  are  the  proper  crimes 
Of  thefe  vngodly,  and  diforder'd  times) 
She  meanes  to  treat  of.     The  chiefe  heads  be  thefe, 
(  Confider  of  them  Reader  if  thou  pleafe.) 

Firft, 


189 


Lib.  2.  VA  NI  TIE.  Satyr,  i. 

Firft,  wanton  and  light-headed  Vanitie  ; 
Next  that,  Chamelion-like  Inconftancie ; 
Then,  miferable  Weakenejfe ;  laftly  this, 
Damned  Prefumption,  that  fo  daring  is. 

But  ere  I  doe  begin  this  worke,  that  I 
May  fpeake  to  purpofe  with  fmceritie, 
Lord  I  befeech  thee  helpe  me  to  explaine, 
And  teach  me  to  contemne  the  thing  that's  vaine. 
I  haue  begun  in  thee  this  my  endeuour, 
A  nd  Conftancy  vouchfafe  me  to  perfeuer : 
My  knowledge  I  confeffe  to  be  but  weake, 
Yet  through  thy  Strength  and  Truth  I  hope  to  breake 
Thefe  mires  of  fin,  from  which  mankind  (  kept  vnder} 
Mtift  be  let  lofe,  like  beds  of  Eeles  by  Thunder. 

Then,  that  I  may  mans  pride  the  better  fee, 
From  all  Prefumption  Lord  delitier  mee. 
Likewife  dif pierce  thofe  foggie  mijls  of  Jin, 
That  to  my  purpofe  haue  a  hinderance  bin  : 
And  theuill  by  thy  wifedome  I  perceiue, 
Lord  let  thy  mercy  giue  me  grace  to  leaue: 
That  being  free  my  felfe,  I  may  not  coldly 
Taxe  others  faults,  but  reprehend  them  boldly. 

So  hauing  for  this  good  affiftance  pray'd, 
My  Mufe  goes  forward,  trufting  to  thine  ayde 
To  guide  me  through  the  wilderneffe  of  fin, 
Great  Vanities  Suruey  :  for  being  in, 
I  fee  now  'tis  an  intricate  Maeander, 
In  which  ( I  fearej  I  fhall  confus'dly  wander. 
It  is  a  Labyrinth  fo  full  of  wayes, 
And  feemes  fo  endleffe  if  my  pen  once  ftrayes, 
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As  doth  the  Fimerman  amazed  ftand, 
That  knoweth  not  which  way  to  row  to  land, 
When  all  alone  in  fome  clofe  mifty  day, 
Farre  from  the  Hauen  he  hath  loft  his  way  ; 
Knowing  he  may  as  well  ftrike  vp  the  Maine, 
As  turne  vnto  the  wifhed  Shore  againe  : 
So  I  doe  feare  left  this  may  carry  me 
Into  an  Ocean  where  no  Sea-markes  be. 
Becaufe  what  way  fo  ere  my  courfe  I  bend, 
There  Vanitie  I  fee  without  all  end. 
Which  hath  not  vnder  her  fubiection  gaind. 
Such  things  alone  as  are  on  earth  containd, 
Or  vnderneath  the  Orbs  of  Aire  and  Fire, 
But  reaches  farther,  and  encroches  higher  : 
According  to  his  meaning,  who  faid  plaine, 
That  all  things  vnderneath  the  Sun  ^vere  value. 

But  now  I  thinke  it  may  a  queftion  be, 
Whether  the  Sunne,  the  Moone,  and  Starres  be  free  : 
For  fometimes  falfe  predictions  they  impart, 
Or  are  belyed  by  abufed  Art. 
But  of  Man  onely  heere  my  Mufe  muft  tel's, 
Who  is  by  much  more  vaine  then  all  things  elfc. 
For,  Vanitie  his  Reafon  ouer-fwayes  ; 
Not  onely  on  fome  certaine  Months  and  Dayes, 
But  is  at  all  times  in  him  refident, 
As  if  it  were  his  proper  accident. 
Neither  doth  age,  in  which  he  groweth  on, 
Any  thing  leffen  the  proportion 
Of  Vanity  he  had.     But  in  the  fteed 
Of  fome  reiected  follies,  there  fucceed 
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Others  as  bad.     For  we  perceiue  when  boyes 
Begin  to  Man  (afham'd  of  childifh  toyes ) 
They  then  leaue  off  their  former  idle  chat, 
And  foolifh  games  ;  but  what's  the  caufe  of  that  ? 
For  being  ill  ?  No  ;  rather  they  contemne 
Thofe  bad  things,  as  not  bad  enough  for  them. 

And  as  one  poore,  plaies  firft  for  poynts  and  pins  ; 
Once  waxing  rich,  leaues  that  game  and  begins 
To  venter  crownes,  and  fo  from  day  to  day 
Growes  more  and  more  afham'd  of  flender  play 
As  he  growes  abler  :  So,  young  men  forfake 
The  rope-ripe  tricks,  that  their  firft  age  did  take 
Chiefe  pleafure  in ;  not  caufe  they  wicked  deem  them, 
But  beeing  men,  they  thinke  'twill  not  befeem  them. 
Then  Hounds  &  Hawkes,  and  Whores  are  their  delight, 
Quarrels  and  Brawles,  doe  fit  their  humours  right, 
Difordred  meetings,  Drunken  Reuellings, 
Confuming  Dice  ;  and  lauifh  Banquetings, 
Proud  coftly  Robes.     This  is  the  young  mans  vaine  : 
Which  hee  that  Elder  is  diflikes  againe. 
Not  fince  ill  neither :  but  becaufe  his  yeeres 
Him,  vnto  other  Vanities  endeares. 
As  felfe-conceit,  much  care  for  worldly  pelfe, 
Heaping  vp  what  he  nere  enioyes  himfelfe. 
Prone  to  Contentions,  much  defiring  ftill, 
Bee  it  his  weale  or  woe,  to  haue  his  will. 
Extreamly  louing  lyes,  and  giuen  to  prate, 
Yet  making  (hew  as  if  he  both  did  hate. 
Yea,  old  men  boaft  of  what  they  did  in  youth, 
Which  none  difproouing,  we  muft  take  for  truth  : 
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And  thoufands  more  (or  elfe  they  are  belyde) 
Each  age  is  pefter'd  with  ;  And  yet  befide, 
Vanities  proper  vnto  each  degree, 
Millions  of  thoufands  I  fuppofe  there  be. 

Princes  haue  thefe  ;  They  very  bafely  can 
Suffer  themfelues  that  haue  the  rule  of  Man, 
To  be  ore-borne  by  Villaines  :  fo  infteed 
Of  Kings  they  ftand,  when  they  are  flaues  indeed. 
By  bloud  and  wrong  a  heauenly  Crowne  they'l  danger 
T'affure  their  State  heere  (often  to  a  ftrangerj 
They  quickly  yeeld  vnto  the  Batteries 
Of  flie  infmuating  flatteries  ; 
Moft  bountifull  to  fooles,  too  full  of  feare, 
And  farre  too  credulous  of  what  they  heare  ; 
So  giuen  to  pleafure,  as  if  in  that  thing 
Confided  all  the  Office  of  a  King. 

But  if  herein  my  harmeleffe  halting  Rimes, 
Were  onely  ty'd  vnto  this  Place  and  Times, 
And  mould  of  none  but  of  my  Soueraigne  tell, 
Spight  of  her  heart  me  could  not  fpeake  but  well. 
For  I  fuppofe  (the  Truth  I  muft  confeffe ) 
That  Vanity  no  Prince  ere  harbor'd  leffe 
Then  he  hath  done  ;  vnleffe  corrupted  Stories 
Rob  former  Ages  of  deferued  Glories. 

If  any  fay,  to  footh  I  now  deuife, 
His  heart  I  know,  will  tell  his  tongue  he  lies : 
And  did  not  I,  thinke  true  what  here  I  fing, 
luftice  I  would  not  wrong  to  pleafe  the  King. 

Great  men  are  vaine  too,  In  much  feeking  Fames. 
With  Nimrod  and  his  mates  ;  they  raife  their  Names 
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By  building  Babels.     Yea  and  they  fuppofe, 

Honour  confifts  in  Titles  and  in  fhowes. 

They  T/irafo-Uke  in  Parafites  delight, 

That  doe  in  prefence  claw,  in  abfence  bite. 

They  vfe  their  pleafures  not  as  pleafures  now, 

Or  Recreations  as  'twere  fit :  but  how  ? 

'Tis  all  their  care  ;  their  chiefe  and  onely  ioy  ; 

In  fatisfying  which,  they  doe  imploy 

Both  wealth,  and  wit,  and  all.     If  they  would  take 

Something  in  hand  for  recreations  fake, 

They  are  with  pleafures  fo  o're-cloid  we  fee, 

It  muft  be  that  which  their  affaires  fhould  be  : 

A  wondrous  Vanity  !  And  all  their  Care 

Is  for  rich  raiment  and  the  curious  fare  ; 

Pampring  their  flefh,  when  all  is  but  in  vaine, 

For  Duft  it  was,  and  fhall  to  Duft  againe. 

Then  fith  their  euils  we  feeme  not  to  fee, 

(In  vaine)  they  thinke  that  they  well-thought-of  be. 

Tufh  ;  men  doe  fpare  their  lewdneffe  to  repeat ; 

Why  ?  caufe  th'are  faultleffe  ?  No,  becaufe  th'are  great. 

But,  for  their  vices,  though  now  none  dare  fhow  them  ; 

Vnleffe  they  mend,  another  Age  fhall  know  them  : 

And  therefore  if  they  count  their  Honours  deare, 

Let  them  be  Good  as  well  as  Great-men  heere. 

Let  them  leaue  Vanitie  and  not  fuppofe 

The  world  will  euer  blinded  be  with  fhowes. 

For  that  great  mighty  Peere  that  dyed  lately, 

Ere-while  was  mighty,  powerfull  and  ftately : 

He  was  much  croucht  vnto,  and  much  implor'd  ; 

Yea,  almoft,  like  a  Demi-god  ador'd. 

He 
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He  onely  (as  my  felfe  haue  heard  fome  prate) 

Was  the  vpholder  of  the  Britaine  State. 

And  all  the  wit  this  Kingdome  did  containe, 

Some  thought  was  harbor'd  in  his  little  braine  : 

And  had  he  liu'd  (  if  all  be  true  men  fay) 

He  might  haue  well  been  Pater  Patrice. 

But  now  (alas,)  hee's  gone  ;  and  all  his  Fame 

You  fee  not  able  to  preferue  his  Name 

From  foule  ReprocJi :  but  each  one  breakes  his  mind  : 

Which  fhewes,  that  though  they  winkt  they  were  not 

In  fpight  of  all  his  Grcatneffc,  'tis  well  knowne      (blind. 

That  ftore  of  Rimes  and  Libels  now  are  fowne 

In  his  difgrace.     But  I  heare  diuers  fay, 

That  they  are  flanders.     fThen  the  more  knaues  they 

That  were  the  Authors)  but  if  fo  it  be 

He  were  from  thofe  vile  imputations  free ; 

If  that  his  Vertue's  paid  with  fuch  a  curfe, 

What  mail  they  looke  for,  that  are  tenne-times  vvorfe  ? 

Well  Nobles  ;  I'le  the  Court  ere-long  furuay  : 
And  if  I  find  among  you  fuch  as  ftray 
Through  Vanity  or  Pride  fvnleffe  they  be 
Offences  flowing  from  infirmitie) 
If  there  be  no  man  that  dare  taxe  you  for't, 
My  Mufe  mail  doe  it  ;  e'ne  to  make  me  fport. 
For,  though  (he  keepe  but  a  plaine  hobbling  forme, 
She  fhall  haue  wit  enough  to  make  you  ftorme. 
I  will  not  fpare  you  thus  till  Death  doe  fet  yee  ; 
But  rub  you  whilft  you  are  aliue  to  fret  yee. 
Yet  doe  not  thinke  I  meane  to  blaze  your  fliame 
In  fcattered  Libels  that  (hall  want  a  name : 

N2  No; 
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No,  I  hate  that :  Tie  tell  the  ils  you  doe, 
And  put  my  name  for  witneffe  thereunto. 
Then  'tis  but  fetching  me  ad  Magiftratum, 
And  laying  to  me  Scandalum  Magnatum : 
Which  though  you  proue  not,  rather  yet  then  faile, 
You  were  beft  hang,  or  clap  me  into  laile 
To  ftay  my  tongue ;  fo  much  you  may  doe  to  me, 
And  that's  the  worft  I  know  that  you  can  doe  me. 

But  whither  runnes  my  ouer-fawcy  Pen  ? 
There's  Vanitie,  befides  in  Noblemen. 
The  Gentleman,  for  fome  repute  but  vaine, 
Beyond  his  power  oftentimes  doth  ftraine. 
Our  Yeoman  too,  that  neuer  Armes  haue  borne. 
To  Gentlelize  it  make  themfelues  a  fcorne : 
But  their  Gaine's  enuy,  with  a  greater  charge  ; 
Yet  of  thefe  fooles  the  Catalogue  is  large. 

Then  ere  that  leffon  be  halfe  taken  forth, 
They  muft  adde  Knight-hood,  or  'tis  nothing  worth. 
Mony  may  get  it,  therefore  many  fue  it, 
Although  with  fhame  and  beggery  they  rue  it. 
And  credit  they  expe6l  in  vaine  thereby, 
For  it  turnes  rather  to  their  infamy  ; 
Becaufe  it  is  beftowed  without  deferts  : 
And  yet  in  troth  our  Knights  haue  done  their  parts  : 
For  mofb  haue  well  deferu'd  it ;  but  as  how  ? 
Brauely  infield,  eitn  in  a  field  at  Plow. 

But  why  looke  we  in  meere  Humanitie, 
For  that  which  favours  not  of  Vanitie ; 
Sith  Diuine  matters  cannot  quite  be  free, 
But  with  the  fame  muft  oft  corrupted  be  ? 

Diuines 
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Diuinies  ftriue  not  fo  much  how  to  impart 
The  trueft  Doctrines  ;  as  to  mew  their  Art.         (found, 
They  grace  their  fpeech,  more  with  vaine  words  for 
Than  with  graue  fayings,  needfull  and  profound. 
But  'tis  a  vaine  thing,  wondrous  full  of  fhame, 
And  in  my  Judgement  highly  merits  blame, 
To  paint  o're  that,  whofe  beautie's  neuer  fuller 
Than  when  it  fhines  forth  in  it  proper  Colour. 

Againe,  on  Accidents  they  arguing  fit, 
And  doe  meane  while  the  fubftance  oft  omit 
Of  moft  effentiall  matters.     And  fo,  they  (land 
(With  many  wrangling  fpirits  in  this  Land,) 
Vpon  fuch  idle  Queftions  as  they  know 
'Tis  no  great  matter  on  which  fide  they  goe  : 
And  fuch  as  beft  (in  my  conceit)  befits 
None  but  vnquiet  and  feditious  wits. 

Here's  my  Opinion  :  Be  they  not  the  chiefe 
Grounds  of  Religion,  or  the  fame  Belief e 
Saluation  comes  by,  that  men  goe  about 
By  their  new-fangledneffe  to  bring  in  doubt. 
So't  be  not  That  they  touch  (as  fure  they  dare  not) 
Let  all  the  reft  goe  which  way  'twill ;  I  care  not. 

Haue  not  our  Lawyers  many  vaine  delayes, 
Vnneceffary  Writs,  and  idle  ftayes, 
To  lengthen  out  mens  futes,  when  they  might  foyle 
The  party  faulty  e'ne  with  halfe  that  quoyle  ? 
They'l  for  their  Fee  relate  fome  pretty  Tale, 
Like  the  wife  ftory  of  old  lacke  i'th  vale, 
Which  ( if  they  once  haue  thorowly  begun) 
Vndoes  them  quite  that  tarry  til't  be  done. 

N  3  lacke 
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lacke  Doe,  Dicke  Roe,  with  whom  y'ad  ne're  to  do, 

They'l  bring  to  help  your  Caufe,  and  God  knowes  who  : 

And  for  your  benefit  they  can  afford 

Many  a  foolifh,  fenfeleffe,  idle  word. 

Which  they  I  know  will  not  account  as  vaine, 

Sith  That  'tis  with  a  Vengeance  brings  them  gaine. 

Befides,  as  I  fuppofe,  their  Lawes  are  pend 
In  their  old  Pedlers  French,  vnto  this  end 
The  Vulgar  fliould  no  farther  knowledge  reach, 
Than  what  fhall  pleafe  their  Mafterfhips  to  teach  : 
Or  elfe  they  haue  the  felfe-fame  policie 
That  mou'd  thofe  Patrons  of  the  Papacy 
Who  Sacred  Writ  in  forraine  tongues  conceal'd, 
Left  that  their  knauifh  tricks  fhould  be  reueal'd. 
But,  can  they  not  in  our  owne  language  finde 
Words  of  fufficient  force  t'expreffe  their  minde  ? 
That  cannot  be  denied  :  but  'tis  a  trouble, 
So  eafily  to  counterfeit  and  double 
In  a  knowne  tongue  ;  when  th'other,  but  a  few 
Can  vnderftand,  but  that  obftreperous  Crew. 

Thefe  make  the  Lawes  almoft  to  none  effe<5l ; 
Their  Courfes  are  fo  wondrous  indirect. 
To  them  they  fauour,  they  Delayes  can  grant, 
Though  lujlice  her  due  expedition  want. 
Sometimes  vpon  one  matter  we  may  fee, 
That  fundry  ludgements  fhall  pronounced  be  : 
Now,  there's  a  Motion  granted,  next  day  croft, 
So  fee  and  labours  to  no  purpofe  loft  : 
And  ftill  the  Client  fhall  be  fo  deluded,  (eluded. 

That  when  he  hopes  all's  done,  there's  nought  con- 

Nay, 
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Nay,  though  we  heare  the  vtmoft  fentence  paft, 

Which  by  all  courfe  of  Law  fhould  be  the  laft, 

Why  then,  I  fay  (though  all  feeme  wholly  ended) 

Yet  may  the  Execution  be  fufpended  : 

And  for  fome  trifle,  to  the  poore  mans  terror, 

Be  cald  in  queftion  by  a  Writ  of  Error. 

So  that  the  Right  oft  yeelds  vnto  the  flronger, 

When  poore  mens  purfes  can  hold  out  no  longer. 

Oh  miferable  ftate  !    What  fhould  we  fay  ? 
May  not  the  Countrey  thinke  themfelues  a  prey 
Thefe  Rattens  Hue  on  ?    May  we  not  fuppofe 
By  their  Delayes,  and  fome  fuch  tricks  as  thofe, 
They  pra6life  onely  how  to  cheat  and  gull ; 
And  on  our  ruines  fill  Their  gorges  full  ? 
Yes  queftionleffe  ;  for  they,  Themfelues  doe  raife 
Vnto  this  height,  on  other  mens  decayes  ; 
Not  their  owne  Vertues.     Oh,  though't  be  too  late, 
Yet  let  me  wifli  that  we  had  kept  the  fbate 
And  fimple  Innocence  we  once  retain'd. 
For,  then  we  had  not  of  this  ill  complain'd  ; 
Nor  yet  thofe  mouers  of  fedition  known 
fNow  to  a  many-headed  monfter-growne.) 
But  fith  that  time  is  paft,  we  may  complaine, 
Yet  muft  ne're  looke  to  fee  thofe  dayes  againe. 

We  haue  good  Lawes,  but  they  (too)  feemc  in  vaine  : 
Sith  they  according  to  each  Lawyers  braine 
May  be  now  wrefted  to  and  fro,  to  make 
The  matter  good  that  he  doth  vndertake. 
Tie  fay  it  plainely,  and  yet  not  belie  them  ; 
There's  few  but  Rich  men  can  haue  iuftice  by  them. 

N  4  And 
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And  pray  you  iudge,  if  that  Law  be  not  vaine, 
Which  when  it  is  ena6led  (to  reftraine 
Some  Priuiledge  or  Cuftome  that  hath  flood 
As  a  great  hindrance  to  the  publique  good} 
Should  of  it  Vertue  be  fo  flightly  gull'd, 
As  by  a  Licence  to  be  difanull'd  ? 

Moreouer  there  be  fome  too  much  to  blame, 
Or  Poenall  Lawes  are  onely  made  in  vaine  ; 
Made  in  terrorem  tantum,  to  affright, 
And  not  for  execution  of  the  right. 
And  I  may  liken  them  vnto  thofe  logs 
That  hipiter  threw  downe  to  rule  the  Frogs  : 
At  firft  they  come  forth  with  fuch  thundring  terror, 
That  we  doe  tremble  to  commit  an  error : 
But  in  a  day  or  two  they  are  fo  ftill, 
For  ought  I  fee,  we  may  doe  what  we  will : 
Vnleffe  that  we  be  poore,  or  fome  defpight  vs. 
Then,  peraduenture,  they'l  goe  neere  to  fright  vs 
A  twelue-month  after.     If  fo  long  they  laft, 
Twenty  to  one,  then  all  the  furie's  paft. 

Did  you  but  note  it,  you  would  much  admire 
To  fee  how  ftri<5lly  luftices  enquire 
On  dayes  of  fitting,  what  Abufes  raigne  : 
How  thofe  they  threat,  that  flackely  doe  complaine  ; 
How  they  will  raile,  and  fume,  and  chafe,  and  ftorme, 
As  if  all  euills  they  will  quite  reforme 
Within  a  moment.     But  things  violent 
Cannot  you  know  be  long  time  permanent. 
Nor  is  their  zeale :  for  furely  (God  amend  it) 
One  twife-twelue  houres  will  both  begin  and  end  it. 

But 
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But  why  arc  they  fo  earneft  then  ?     Oh  know, 
That  the  fmall  Springs  within  the  dales  below, 
Glide  gently  on  ;  vntill  a  Land-floud  fils 
Their  empty  channels  from  the  higher  hils 
And  then  they'l  fwell  vntill  they  can  difcharge 
Their  Burthens  in  fome  Plaine  to  runne  at  large  : 
So  thefe  lowe  Maicftratcs  would  gladly  flcepc, 
And  their  owne  eafie  crooked  Channels  kcepe  ; 
But  when  that  any  ftreame  of  lufticc  fhowers, 
And  comes  downe  to  them  from  the  Higher  Powers, 
Then  peraduenture  they'l  grow  big  a  day, 
And  Injlice  fhall  haue  courfe  the  neereft  way  : 
Then  in  a  little  fpace  fhe  muft  be  faine 
To  runne  within  their  winding  banks  againc. 

Some  falfely  haue  affirmed  luftice  blinde, 
Yet  I  am  fure  fhee  knoweth  where  to  finde 
(If  that  (lie  be  difpofed  their  to  looke) 
Who  giues  her  day-works,  by  her  Counting-booke. 
Nay,  fhee  knowes  Capon,  Turkey,  Goofe,  &  Swan, 
And  thee,  I  warrant,  from  another  man 
What  ere  thou  be.     But  whilft  fhe  fees  fo  plainc, 
It  is  no  wonder  we  haue  Lawes  in  vaine. 

Alfo  when  Officers  doe  vndertake 
Their  charge  at  firfl,  Lord  what  a  quoyle  they  make 
A  Drunkard  cannot  with  his  capring  feet 
Cut  out  Indentures  as  he  walkes  the  ftreet, 
But  he's  ftraight  ftockt  for't ;  or  for  his  offence, 
By  fining  to  the  poore  he  muft  difpence. 

Then  thofe  perhaps  that  flackly  doe  frequent 
Gods  diuinc  feruicc,  fomewhat  fhall  be  fhent  ; 

And 
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And  many  other  goodly  deedes  they'l  do, 
But  thefe  growe  quickly  weary  of  them  to. 

Againe,  fometimes  comes  out  a  Proclamation, 
Which  threatens  on  the  paine  of  Confiscation, 
That  no  Recufant  doe  prefume  to  ftay 
Within  ten  miles  oth'Court,  from  fuch  a  day. 
Yet  fure  'tis  notwithftanding  meant  that  fome 
Should  dayly  to  the  Prefence- Chamber  come  ; 
And  fhrowd  within  a  furlong  on't  or  two. 
Some  Great-ones  may :  and  fo  I  hope  they  doe. 
And  by  their  owne  Authority  no  doubt 
May  keepe  the  reft  from  danger  there-about. 
Pifh  ;  they  at  fuch  a  matter  will  but  fcoffe, 
Caufe  they  know  furely  how  to  put  it  off. 
Yet  Tie  not  fay  it  is  in  vaine  ;  for  why, 
The  peoples  heads  are  fet  on  worke  thereby : 
And  tis  moreouer  for  our  fatisfaction, 
Who  elfe  might  thinke  the  State  were  out  of  ac~tion. 

But  oh  you  noble  EngliJJi  Senators, 
Our  Kingdomes  Guard,  and  Princes  Counfellors, 
How  can  you  fee  your  labours  fo  mifus'd  ? 
Or  brooke  to  haue  your  Soueraigne  fo  abus'd  ? 
Doe  you  fuppofe  that  it  deferues  no  blame, 
To  make  a  Scar-crow  of  the  Regall  Name  ? 
And  to  ere6l  it  on  fome  common  flail  ? 
There  to  be  gaz'd  on,  to  no  end  at  all  ? 
Refpe6l  it  more  ;  and  vfe  it  not  for  courfe 
Or  fafhions  fake,  but  mew  it  hath  fome  force. 
Pluck  out  thofe  Vipers  that  for  feare  of  harme 
Their  chilled  fpirits  in  your  bofomes  warme. 

Perceiue 
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Perceiue  ye  not  their  flings  ?     No  danger  fcarc  yee  ? 

Oh  'tis  apparent,  let  them  not  fliroud  necrc  yee  : 

For  if  they  doe,  'tis  doubtleffe,  the  Conclufion, 

If  God  preuent  not,  will  be  your  Confufion. 

Yet  all  (for  ought  I  fee)  fhould  ftill  remaine, 

Were  there  not  fome,  who  (out  of  zeale  to  Gaine 

More  than  religion,  or  their  Countries  weale) 

Their  fcuruie  bafe  conditions  to  reueale, 

In  begging  and  in  rifling  of  fome  few. 

But  they  their  owne  corruptions  rather  fliew 

Then  redreffe  any.     More  I  heere  could  vttcr, 

But  I  me  thinks  already  heare  fome  mutter, 

As  if  I  fhould  be  fure  of  Romcs  great  Curfc  : 

But  then  I'me  fure  I  fliall  be  ne're  the  worfc. 

Yea,  let  them  goe  to  Rome,  curfe,  ban,  and  fparo  not, 

Tie  fit  at  home  and  laugh  ;  becaufe  I  care  not. 

But  why  doe  I  of  Lawes  alone  complainc, 
Sith  all  Man  deales  in,  is  in  fome  fort  vainc  ? 
Religion  is  with  Ceremonies  flu  ft, 
And  with  vaine  glory  and  prefumption  puft. 
Now  our  Almes-deeds,  and  gifts  of  Charitie, 
Are  done  for  mew,  and  with  Hypocrifie. 

Yea,  all's  made  vaine :  for  if  you  would  but  view 
Our  Vniuerfities ;  indeed  'tis  true. 
There  you  may  yet  fee,  how  that  heeretofore, 
In  better  dayes,  haue  beene  erected  flore 
Of  Palaces ;  (whofe  curious  build  are  ftill 
A  faire  remembrance  of  the  work-mens  skill) 
Which,  left  that  knowledge  in  the  land  fhould  fade, 
Were  by  the  Patrons  of  good  learning  made, 
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That  there  the  Mufes  (fhelter'd  from  the  rages 

Of  former,  prefent,  and  fucceeding  ages) 

Might  fafely  Hue,  and  not  beholding  be 

To  Pyren  for  his  hofpitality. 

'Tis  alfo  true,  there  wants  not  to  fuftaine 

Their  proper  needs,  nor  yet  to  entertaine 

Such  as  defire  knowledge.     There's  enough  ; 

The  worthy  Founders  haue  prouided  fo. 

But,  of  thefe  profits  why  now  make  they  flay  ? 

Beft  fell't,  or  let  fome  Courtier  beg't  away. 

For  publique  Gifts  are  turn'd  to  priuate  vfes, 

Faire  Colledges  are  full  of  foule  Abufes. 

And  their  Reuenues  I  account  as  vaine, 

Becaufe  they  lazie  Dunces  do  maintaine, 

Who  to  themfelues  doe  claime  the  profits,  by 

Nothing  but  witleffe  Senioritie. 

Such  as  haue  Beard  (with  reuerence  be't  fpokenj 

Of  profound  learning  haue  nor  marke,  nor  token. 

Good  Founders  dreaming  not  of  thefe  Abufes, 
Gaue  them  at  firft  to  charitable  vfes : 
But  we  finde  now  all  alter'd,  and  the  due 
Which  fhould  by  right  vpon  defert  enfue, 
Like  Offices  in  Court,  is  bought  and  fold  : 
And  places  may  be  had,  but  how  ?  for  Gold. 
There,  as  elfewhere,  they  now  are  growne  fo  bad, 
Without  Quid  dabis  ?  nothing  can  be  had. 

'Tis  ftrange  to  fee  what  Auarice  can  doe. 
But,  are  the  Mufes  taken  with  it  too  ? 
Oh  no :  for  they  efteeme  fuch  gaine  a  loffe  ; 
And  their  high  fpirits  fcorne  fuch  earthly  droffe. 

How 
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How  then  ?     There  are  fome  Cormorants  crept  in, 
Who  in  their  youth  pretended  to  haue  bin 
Addi<5ted  vnto  knowledge ;  when  alas, 
Tis  well  feene  fmce,  that  all  their  purpofe  was 
To  fnort  in  eafe ;  augmenting  ftill  their  (lore, 
Till  they  grew  wealthy,  and  their  houfes  poore. 
Foule  Droancs,  whofe  voyces  muft  be  hir'd  with  mony, 
Staruing  the  Bees,  while  they  deuoure  the  hony. 

But  oh  you  birds  of  Athens,  cleare  your  Halls, 
And  driue  thofe  lazie  Hornets  from  your  ftalls. 
Through  them  it  is  men  thinke  you  couetous, 
They  make  your  groues  and  walks  grow  fcandalous. 
But  how  will  you  difcerne  them  ?     Marry  thus, 
Sith  they  haue  made  themfelues  notorious, 
Tie  point  them  out :  And  though  their  heads  they  fhrowd 
As  Venus  did  ALneas  in  a  cloud, 
I'le  fo  vnmaske  them,  if  their  eares  they  fhow, 
You  fhall  be  able  to  fay,  There  they  goe. 

Firft  note  them  ;  There  are  fome  by  Bribes  and  Fees 
Can  foone  paffe  thorough  two  or  three  Degrees : 
And  if  they  fue  for  ought,  are  not  deny'd  it, 
When  better  Students  muft  be  put  befide  it. 

Then  there  be  others,  who  their  nefts  to  feather, 
Can  keepe  an  Office  ninetine  yeeres  together, 
Enforcing  many  vnto  penury, 
To  haue  therewith  to  feed  their  luxury. 

Note  you  not  fome  at  fifty  Winters  fbudy, 
That  haue  their  wits  fo  thin,  and  braincs  fo  muddy, 
They  muft  procure  of  other  men  to  doe 
Thofe  Excrcifes  they  were  call'd  vnto  f 
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And  fit  there  not  of  Dunces  pretty  ftore 

From  Sun  to  Sun  at  euery  Tradefmans  dore  ? 

Huge  fat  Curmudgeons  ?     Tell  me  (I  think  no) 

Doe  Commons  of  three  halfe-pence  feed  them  fo  ? 

Or  can  fuch  PufFes  fo  Humberkin-like  fet, 

Into  a  Pulpit  once  in  feauen  yeere  get  ? 

Sure  if  they  doe,  their  memorie's  fo  weake, 

When  they  come  there,  they  know  not  what  to  fpeake. 

Nor  are  they  halfe  fo  fit  if't  came  to  proofe, 

To  ferue  for  Paftors  as  to  hang  at  Roofe. 

It  is  no  maruaile  then  that  blockifh  rout 
Retaine  their  places,  and  keepe  better  out ; 
For  no  good  Patron  that  doth  Confcience  make, 
Will  vnto  them  the  charge  of  foules  betake. 
Becaufe,  if  fuch  the  flocke  of  Chrift  mould  keepe, 
No  queftion  they  would  make  but  Carion  fheepe. 
Then  they  muft  ftay  ;  yet  in  their  flay  they'l  be 
A  plague  vnto  the  Vniuerfitie. 
For,  ouer  and  aboue  the  mifchiefes  nam'd, 
The  vice  for  which  the  younger  fort  is  blam'd 
They  are  moft  guilty  of.     For  forc't  to  tarry, 
Through  want,  and  by  their  Lawes  forbid  to  marry  : 
Thence  fprings  it  that  the  Townefmen  are  reputed, 
Thus  by  a  common  voice  to  be  Cornuted. 
For  I  haue  known  that  fuch  haue  dayly  beene 
Where  younger  fcholers  neuer  durft  be  feene. 
And  all  (Vnleffe  that  they  haue  eyes  like  Moles,) 
May  fee  thofe  Foxes  vfe  the  Badgers  holes. 

Nor  hath  their  lewdnes  in  that  action  ftaid, 
But  on  the  place  a  fouler  blemifli  laid. 
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Which  heere  indeed  I  doe  forbeare  to  name, 
Left  it  be  to  the  place  I  loue,  a  mame. 
And  for  becaufe  I  feare  fome  fpightfull  mate 
May  tax  them  with  it  who  fuch  dealing  hate, 
Brought  in  by  them  ;  for  who  is  fo  impure, 
But  he  that  liueth  like  an  Epicure  ? 

Oh  Mufes,  feeke  in  time  to  roote  thefe  weeds, 
That  marre  your  Gardens,  and  corrupt  your  feeds. 
And  you  that  are  appointed  Vifitors, 
Who  ought  to  haue  bene  ftri6l  Inquifitors, 
To  fearch  the  foule  abufes  of  thefe  Times 
And  fee  them  punifht :  Oh  !  let  thefe  my  Rimes 
Moue  you  to  help  reforme  this  villanie ; 
Or  let  the  hate  of  damned  Periurie 
Stirre  vp  your  zeale  thefe  euils  to  reftraine ; 
If  not  for  loue  of  good,  for  feare  of  paine. 
Which  elfe  (though  you  fet  light,  as  at  your  heele) 
As  fure  as  God  is  iuft,  your  foules  fliall  feele. 

Doe  you  not  fee  now,  all  the  wondrous  Coft 
Of  worthy  Benefactors  vainly  loft  ? 
The  Lands,  Reuenues,  Cuftoms,  Charters,  Rents 
Which  they  haue  left  for  diuerfe  good  intents, 
Vainly  imployed  ?     See,  the  Student  poore 
For  whom  it  was  ordain'd,  ftands  at  the  doore 
And  may  not  enter ;  whilft  the  golden  Ajffe, 
Is  quietly  admitted  in  to  paffe, 
And  fhroud  himfelfe  within  thofe  facred  gates, 
Which  were't  not  for  commoditie,  he  hates. 

You  facred  Gen  if  that  did  once  attend 
Thofe  well-deuoted  Patrons  to  their  end  ; 
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Although  your  bodies  be  entomb'd  in  clay, 
Since  you  furuiue  (becaufe  you  Hue  for  aye) 
Looke  downe  on  your  abufed  Gifts,  and  fee 
What  ods  twixt  th'vfe  and  your  good  meanings  be. 
Come  and  behold,  how  the  laborious  fits 
Sharing  fome  hungry  Commons,  fcarce  two  bits  ; 
(  And  that  but  when  a  double  gauday  haps, 
Full  glad  alas  at  other  times  with  fcraps  ) 
While  that  the  lazie  Dunce  on  dainties  feedes. 
Oh  come  ( I  fay)  if  you  refpect  your  deeds, 
And  fright  them  with  fome  ghaftly  vifions  thence, 
They  may  haue  more  remorfe  for  their  offence. 

If  I  could  take  on  me  fome  hideous  forme, 
Fde  either  make  them  their  bad  Hues  reforme, 
Or  feare  them  quicke  to  hell.     But  I  am  vaine, 
To  call  for  your  affiftance,  or  complaine, 
Becaufe  I  doubt  this  fault  will  neare  be  mended 
Vntill  all  euill  with  the  world  be  ended. 

Learning  is  vaine  too  ;  or  fo  made  at  leaft. 
Confider  it,  I  fpeake  it  not  in  ieft : 
Doe  we  not  fee  that  thofe  who  haue  confum'd 
Halfe  a  mans  age  in  Schooles,  and  haue  affum'd 
Degrees  of  Art,  and  hourely  ouer-looke 
Many  a  leafe,  many  a  wife  mans  booke, 
Still  ftudying  to  know  ?  fellowes  that  can, 
As  they  themfelues  thinke,  put  downe  any  man 
That  dares  of  Prcedicables  to  difpute, 
Yea,  fuch  as  can  to,  if  need  be,  refute 
Knowne  Truths ;  and  that  in  Metapkyjicall, 
Much  more,  I  thinke,  in  matters  Naturall 
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Seeme  greatly  read  ?     Doe  we  not  fee,  I  fay, 

That  thefe  from  ftudy  being  tane  away 

For  fome  imployments  in  the  Publique-weale, 

Are  fuch  as  it  might  fhame  them  to  reueale 

Their  fimple  carriage  ?     Sooner  they'l  fpeakc  Treafon, 

Than  any  thing  that  fhall  be  Law  or  Reafon. 

Aske  their  opinion  but  of  this  or  that, 

They'l  tell  a  Tale,  they  fcarcely  know  of  what  : 

And  at  the  laft,  you  muft  be  well  apaid, 

With  This  the  Poet,  or  This  Tnlly  faid. 

So  other  mens  opinions  fhall  be  fhowne, 

But  very  feldome  any  of  their  owne. 

What  is't  to  heape  vp  a  great  multitude 
Of  words  and  fayings,  like  a  Chaos  rude  ? 
To  fay  a  Latine  Difticke  out  of  Cato, 
Cite  Ariftotle,  or  fome  peece  of  Plato, 
And  diuerfe  more  ;  yet  like  a  blockifh  Elfe, 
Be  able  to  fay  nought  at  all  himfelfe  ? 
As  if  it  were  all  well,  and  he  had  payd  it, 
If  he  can  once  fay,  Such  a  man  hath  faid  it. 

Then  by  their  actions,  who  gather  can 
They  haue  more  knowledge  than  another  man  ; 
Sith  they  doe  worfe  abfurdities  commit 
Than  thofe  that  feeme  their  Juniors  in  wit  ? 
As  if  they  thought  it  were  enough  to  know, 
And  not  with  knowledge  vnto  practife  goe. 
Thofe  may  be  learned,  and  of  learning  prate  ; 
But  for  affaires  of  Countrey  or  of  State, 
In  my  conceit  they  are  as  farre  vnfit 
As  Fooles  and  Madmen,  that  haue  loft  their  wit  : 
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And  notwithftanding  all  their  ftudious  paine, 

I  count  their  Learning  and  their  Knowledge  vaine. 

But  thinke  not  that  I  Knowledge  fruitleffe  deem, 
Or  count  thofe  men  who  in  the  Academe 
Doe  fpend  their  times,  vnfitting  men  to  deale 
About  imployments  of  the  Common-weale. 
No  ;  for  I  euer  this  account  did  make, 
That  there  are  thofe  know  beft  to  vndertake 
Great  Offices  ;  and  furely  fuch  as  haue 
Both  knowledge  and  defert :  yet  fhall  they  faue 
But  their  owne  credits.     Th'other,  who  are  knowne 
To  haue  no  gifts  of  nature  of  their  owne, 
For  all  their  knowledge  gotten  in  the  Schooles, 
Are  worfe  by  much  ods  then  vnlearned  Fooles. 

Now  thou  that  wouldft  know  rightly  thefe  mens  ftate, 
Goe  but  a  while  and  talke  with  Coriate, 
And  thou  wilt  foone  be  able  to  maintaine, 
And  fay  with  me,  that  Learning 's  J "owe-where  vaine. 

Then  if  there  were  ordain'd  no  other  place, 
Where  now-defpifed-  Vertue  fhould  haue  grace, 
She  were  vaine  too  ;  and  thofe  that  lou'd  her  beft, 
Were  to  be  counted  vaine  aboue  the  reft. 
For  they  be  fure  of  all  thefe  worldly  Croffes, 
That  whofoere  gaine,  theirs  muft  be  the  loffes, 
lujlice  is  wanting  fo  :  for  if  that  men 
Commit  an  ill,  the  Law  giues  fmart ;  but  when 
They  doe  performe  a  vertuous  deed  ( 'tis  hard ) 
There's  no  Law  here  that  giues  them  a  Reward. 

Nay,  if  a  man  by  wrong  fufpicion  be 
Brought  into  any  wofull  mifery, 
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If  he  be  rackt  and  tortur'd  fo,  that  Death 

May  pleafure  him  by  flopping  of  his  breath  : 

And  if  at  laft  by  proofes  it  doth  appeare, 

That  he  of  the  fufpected  crime  is  cleare, 

Onely  he  may  his  life  by  that  meanes  faue, 

But  fhall  no  other  fatisfa6lion  haue. 

Yea,  and  he  muft  be  glad  and  well  content 

He  hath  his  life  for  being  Innocent'. 

Whereof  he  would  full  glad  haue  ridden  bin, 

To  fcape  the  torments  they  had  plung'd  him  in. 

'Tis  meere  Iniujlice.    And  I  fay  againe, 

In  this  Age  to  be  good  it  were  in  vaine. 

But  that  it  one  day  fhall  rewarded  be 

By  Heauens  Chief e-Iuftice,  with  Eternity. 

I  will  not  here  endeauour  to  reueale, 

The  vaine  Trades  crept  into  our  common-weale  : 

Onely  I  fay  (and  fo  I  thinke  will  any, 

Would  leffe  there  were,  for  fuch  there  be  too  many. 

But  I  muft  needs  declare  their  vanity 
Who  build  their  treafure  and  felicitie 
On  things  meere  friuolous,  As  Honour,  Strength, 
Pleafure,  and  Wealth,  and  Beauty ;  which  at  length, 
Yea,  in  fliort  time,  muft  fade.     High  Titles  plac't 
Without  defert  ;  are  not  alone  difgrac't, 
And  lofe  that  reputation  of  their  owne  ; 
But  fhame  them  too,  on  whom  they  are  beftownc. 

What's  Nobleneffe  of  Birth  but  meerely  vaine  ? 
Vnleffe  that  in  the  linage  there  remaine 
Some  noble  qualities  which  in  them  bred, 
They  haue  deriu'd  from  Predeceffors  dead  ? 
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What's  Honour  ?  but  e'ne  fmoake  and  idle  fame  ? 
A  thing  confifting  onely  in  a  name  ? 
Which  if  you  take  away,  then  you  take  all. 
For  A  lexanders  glory  was  not  fmall : 
Yet  were  he  nameleffe,  what  would  then  remaine, 
His  honourable  Titles  to  retaine, 
Sith  that  his  beft  part  from  the  earth  is  fled, 
And  th'other,  though  remaining  here,  now  dead  ? 

Then  if  that  Honour  no  aduantage  bring 
To  Soule  nor  Body,  but  doth  wholly  cling 
Vnto  the  name  :  who  Care  or  Paines  would  take, 
( If  he  be  wife )  a  Trophie  vaine  to  make 
Vnto  the  fame,  which  may  enioyed  be 
By  many  thoufand  other  men  ;  whilft  he 
Rots.    And  which  three  mens  verities  ( Tie  maintained 
Grace  not  fo  much,  as  one  mans  vice  mail  ftaine  ? 

Were't  onely  for  a  name  that  men  did  well, 
And  ftroue  in  vertues  others  to  excell, 
What  good  had  Simon  the  Apoftle  gain'd 
More  than  the  wicked  Sorcerer  obtain'd  ? 
And  how  mould  we  giue  each  of  them  his  fame, 
Who  liuing,  being  two,  had  but  one  name  ? 
Were  outward  Honour  all  that  Vertue  got, 
He  were  a  wife-man  that  efteem'd  it  not. 
But  fhees  the  Bodies  comfort  till  it  die, 
And  Soules  Companion  to  eternitie. 

Vulgar  Repute ;  what  is  thereby  acquired  ? 
Why  is't  fo  glorious,  and  fo  much  defired  ? 
But  I  doe  chiefly  maruell  what  they  ment, 
That  haue  prefer' d  it  before  their  Content. 
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I  hold  it  vaine  and  wondrous  friuolous 
Extreamely  foolifh  and  ridiculous, 
That  any  man  fliould  ftand  in  greater  feare 
What  he  doth  vnto  other  men  appeare 
Then  to  himfelfe  ;  or  flriue  fo  much  fpoore  Elues) 
To  feeme  to  other,  Gods ;  when  to  themfelues, 
Th'are  worfe  then  Dincls.     Why,  I  fay,  fliould  they 
With  vaine  repute  be  fo  much  borne  away  ? 
And  why  boaft  men  of  ftrength  that  lafts  no  longer  ? 
And  feeing  the  bruit  creatures  are  farre  ftronger. 
A  woman  may  binde  Sampfon  with  her  charmes, 
And  little  Dauid  flay  a  man  at  Armes  ; 
For  God  doth  make  (as  holy  Scripture  fpeake, 
Strong  things  to  be  confounded  by  the  iveake. 

Then  fome  are  vaine  in  Pleafures  ;  like  to  him 
Who  for  becaufe  he  in  delights  would  fwim, 
(In  thefe  our  dayes)  to  pleafe  his  beftiall  fences, 
Made  twenty  hundred  crownes  one  night  expences. 
I  onely  doe  forbeare  to  tell  his  name, 
Left  he  fliould  hap  to  vaunt  vpon  the  fame. 

But  why  in  Beauty  fliould  men  glory  fo  ; 
As  well  we  may  perceiue  there's  many  do  ; 
Sith  'tis  no  better  then  a  fading  flower, 
That  flourifhes,  and  withers  in  an  hower  ? 
It  could  not  faue  the  good  King  Dauids  fonnc, 
From  being  iuftly  by  his  foes  vndone  : 
Nay,  there's  fcarce  any  that  enioy  the  fame 
Can  keepe  vnto  themfelues  an  honeft  Name. 

We  fee  moreouer  men  vaine-glorious  grow, 
In  building  and  apparell;  all's  for  fhew  ; 
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And  yet  the  Prince  that's  gorgiouft  in  array, 
Muft  lie  as  naked  as  his  Groonie,  in  clay. 
And  though  that  men  to  build  fo  curious  be, 
How  worthy  of  contempt  it  is  we  fee, 
In  that  \h' arch-King  of  heauen,  earth  and  all, 
Was  very  well  contented  with  a  Stall. 
What  minde  are  they  in,  who  fuppofe  to  raife 
By  fuch  a  vanitie  an  endleffe  praife  ? 
When  as  they  daily  fee  by  obferuation, 
Time  vtterly  decayes  the  ftrong'ft  Foundation. 

Where  are  thofe  wondrous  high  Pyramides, 
That  were  admired  at  in  former  dayes  ? 
And  of  thofe  huge  Coloffi  what  remaines  ? 
( Which  to  erect  now  were  an  endleffe  paines) 
Nothing  almoft  ;  no  fcarce  his  Name  that  fpent 
The  paine  and  cofb  of  fuch  a  Monument : 
If  that  be  fo,  how  much  more  vanity 
Is  it  to  hope  for  fames  eternity,  (  mending 

By  fuch  flight  trifles  whofe  ground-worke  needs 
Before  the  roofe  be  brought  vnto  an  ending  ? 

Againe,  fome  thinke  how  ere  their  Hues  they  fpend, 
Yet  if  they  can  attaine  to  in  the  end 
A  glorious  Funerally  and  be  interd 
With  idle  pompe  and  mow,  or  be  preferd 
In  a  bald  Sermon,  for  fome  one  good  deed 
They  did  the  Common-wealth,  for  their  owne  need  : 
Or  by  their  owne,  or  friends  procurement  haue 
On  their  vnworthy  fcarce-deferued  graue 
A  goodly  Epitaph  ;  they  thinke  all's  well. 
Alas  poo  re  filly  men !  what  can  they  tell 
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How  long  'twill  fland,  before't  be  razed  downe  ? 
But  fay  it  bide  a  while ;  what  faire  renowne 
Can  in  a  peece  of  earned  Marble  be  ? 
What  can  a  gilded  Tombe  then  profit  thee  ? 
Preferue  thy  fame  ?  I  know  it  cannot  paffe 
The  wondrous  Hcape  that  once  erected  was, 
And  yet  e'ne  at  this  prefent  doth  remaine 
Not  farre  from  Sarum,  on  the  Weftcrne  Plaine. 
Yet,  who  can  fay  directly,  (or  what  ftory 
Doth  abfolutely  mention  )  for  whofe  glory 
That,  firft  was  founded  ?  or  by  whom  ?  or  why  ? 
And  if  a  Deed  of  fuch  great  wonder  die. 
Doofb  thou  fuppofe,  by  a  few  carued  ftones, 
(Scarcely  enow  to  couer  ore  thy  bones) 
To  be  immortall?    If  thou  long  to  liue 
After  thy  death  ;  let  noble  Vertue  giue 
And  adde  that  liuing  glory  to  thy  name. 
Let  her  found  forth  the  trumpet  of  thy  fame, 
And  it  fhall  laft.     For,  fhe  knowes  how  to  place  it : 
Where  Time  nor  Enuy  fhall  haue  power  to  race  it. 
I  fay,  endeuour  to  be  vertuous  heere, 
So  fhall  thy  Sacred  memory  be  deere 
To  thofe  that  liue ;  and  whilft  thy  Body  lies 
Entomb'd  on  earth,  thy  foule  fhall  mount  the  skies. 

But  if  in  pleafure  thou  haft  liued  long, 
And  tooke  delight  in  feeking  bloud  and  wrong : 
When  that  the  euill  day  fhall  come  to  end  thee, 
The  curfe  of  the  oppreffed  fhall  attend  thee. 
Thy  Soule  fhall  pay  for't,  and  the  felfe-fame  Graue 
Thou  for  thy  Honour  didft  fuppofe  to  haue 
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Shall  be  thy  Jhame ;  for  thofe  that  trauell  by  it 
Shall  often  curfe  it,  yea,  deride,  defie  it ; 
And  to  each  other  fay,  There  doth  he  lye, 
That  acted  fuch,  or  fuch  a  villany. 

Then  why  fhould  gay  clothes  be  delighted  in, 
Sith  they  are  but  a  badge  of  our  firft  fin  ? 
And  yet  'tis  ftrange  to  know  how  many  fafhions 
We  borrow  now  adayes  from  other  Nations. 

Some  we  haue  feene  in  Irifh  trouzes  goe, 
And  they  muft  make  it  with  a  codpeece  too  : 
Some  (as  the  fafhion  they  beft  like)  haue  chofe 
The  fpruce  diminutiue  neat  French-mans  hofe, 

Another  lik't  it  once,  but  now  hee  chops 
That  fafhion  for  the  drunken  Switzers  flops. 
And  caufe  fometimes  the  famions  we  difdaine 
Of  Italy,  France,  Nether  land,  and  Spaine, 
Weele  fetch  them  farther  off.     For,  by  your  leaues, 
We  haue  Morifco  gownes,  Barbarian  fleeues, 
Polonian  fhooes,  with  diuers  far-fecht  trifles, 
Such  as  the  wandring  Englijh  Gallant  rifles 
Strange  Countries  for.     Befides,  our  Taylors  know 
How  beft  to  fet  apparell  out  for  fhow. 
It  either  fhall  be  gathered,  ftitcht,  or  lac't, 
Elfe  plaited,  printed,  iagd,  or  cut  and  rac't, 
Or  any  way  according  to  your  will, 
For  we  haue  now  adayes  learn'd  much  vaine  skill. 

But  note  you,  when  thefe  gue-gawes,  once  be  made, 
And  that  this  cunning  Mafter  of  his  Trade 
Muft  bring  it  home.     For,  there  lies  all  the  ieft, 
To  fee  when  the  poore  flaue  hath  done  his  beft 
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To  mend  what  faults  he  can  (for  by  his  trade, 
He  can  fet  right,  what  Nature  crooked  made) 
When  he  hath  fitted  to  his  power,  and  trickt, 
Whom  he  would  pleafe  ;  when  he  hath  brufht  &  pickt 
E'ne  till  he  fweat  againe :  Yet  (though  he  fpies 
Scarce  any  fault )    You  rogue  the  Gallant  cries, 
A  plague  confound  thec ;  looke  hecre  how  this  fits, 
Zounds,  'tis  a  mile  to  wide  ;  where  were  thy  wits  ? 
Sec,  this  is  lialfe  too  long,  that  halfc  too  Jliort, 
'  S  blood  I  could  finde  in  heart  to  knocke  thee  for  t. 
Then  for  the  faults  behinde  he  lookes  in  Glaffe  : 
Straight  raues  againe  ;  and  calls  his  Taylor  Affe, 
Villaine,  and  all  the  Court-like  names  he  can, 
Why  Pie  be  iudg'd  (faies  he)  heere  by  my  man 
If  my  left  ftioulder  feeme  yet,  in  his  figJit, 
For  all  this  bumbaft,  halfefo  bigs  the  right. 

How  is  he  feru'd  ?    This  day  he  fhould  haue  went 
With  fuch  a  Lord  or  Lady  into  Kent ; 
To  Hampton-Court  to  morrow  comes  the  Queene, 
And  there  fhould  he  with  certaine  friends  haue  beene. 
Villaine  (  he  cryes  go  inftantly  and  mend  it : 
And  fee  with  all  the  fpeed  you  can,  you  fend  it : 
Or  by  his  fword  the  Gallant  fweares  he  will 
Make  thee  to  wait  twice  twelue-months  with  thy  Bill 
If  ere  he  pay  thee.     Then  the  other  takes  it, 
Carries  it  home  againe,  turnes,  rubs,  and  makes  it, 
Lets  it  lie  ftill  an  houre  or  fo,  and  then 
As  if  'twere  alter'd,  beares  it  backe  againe 
Then,  'tis  fo  fit,  our  Gallant  cannot  tell 
That  ere  he  had  Apparell  made  fo  well. 

Ere- 
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Ere-while,  fayes  he,  faith,  I  was  angr'd  fore, 
Why  could'ft  thou  not  haue  done  it  thus  afore  ? 
With  many  gentle  fpeeches  in  amends, 
And  fo  thefe  two,  vaine  fooles,  grow  quickly  friends. 

What  fhall  I  fay  of  QVX  fuperfluous  farel 
Our  beafhly,  vaine,  and  too  exceffme  care 
To  pleafe  the  belly  ?     We,  that  once  did  feed 
On  homely  roots  and  hearbs,  doe  now  exceed 
The  Perfian  Kings  for  dainties.     In  thofe  Cotes 
A  man  would  thinke  they  liu'd  with  Hay  &  Oates : 
The  Diet  they  are  growne  vnto  of  late, 
Excels  the  Feafts  that  men  of  high  eftate 
Had  in  times  paft.     For,  there's  both  flefh  and  fifh  : 
With  many  a  dainty  new  deuifed  difh. 
For  bread,  they  can  compare  with  Lord  or  Knight, 
They  haue  both  raueld,  manchet,  browne  and  white, 
Of  nneft  Wheat.     Their  drinks,  are  good,  and  ftale  : 
Of  Perry,  Cider,  Mead,  Metheglin,  Ale, 
Or  Beere,  they  haue  abundantly.     But  then, 
This  muft  not  ferue  the  richer  fort  of  men. 
They  with  all  forts  of  forraine  Wines  are  fped  ; 
Their  cellars  are  oft  fraught  with  White  and  Red, 
Be't  French,  Italian,  Spanifh,  if  they  craue  it : 
Nay,  Grecian  or  Canarian,  they  may  haue  it. 
Cate  Pument,  Veruage  (if  they  doe  defirej 
Or  Romney,  Bajlard,  Capricke,  Ofey,  Tire, 
Mufcadell,  Mahnfey,  Clarey  ;  what  they  will, 
Both  head  and  belly,  each  may  haue  their  fill. 

Then  if  their  ftomacks  doe  difdaine  to  eate 
Beefe,  Mutton,  Lambe,  or  fuch  like  Butcher's  meat : 
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If  that  they  cannot  feed  of  Capon,  Swan, 

Ducke,  Goofe,  or  common  houfhould  Poultry  ;  than 

Their  ftore-houfe  will  not  very  often  faile, 

To  yeeld  them  PartricJi,  PJicfant,  Plouer,  Qnaile, 

Or  any  dainty  fowle  that  may  delight 

Their  gluttonous,  and  beaftly  appetite. 

So  they  are  pamperd  whilft  the  poore  man  flames. 

Yet,  there's  not  all ;  for  Cuftards,  Tarts,  Confcrucs, 

Muft  follow  too  ;  And  yet  they  are  no  let 

For  Suckets,  March-panes,  nor  for  Marmalet ; 

Fruit e,  Florentines,  fweet  Sugar-meates,  and  f pices, 

(With  many  other  idle  fond  deuices  ) 

Such,  as  I  cannot  name,  nor  care  to  know. 

And  then  befides,  the  tafte,  'tis  made  for  fhow. 

For,  they  muft  haue  it  colour'd,  gilded,  printed, 

With  fhapes  of  beafts  and  fowles:  cut,  pincht,  indented, 

So  idely,  that  in  my  conceit  'tis  plaine, 

They  are  both  foolifh,  and  exceeding  vainc. 

And  howfoe're  they  of  Religion  boaft, 

Their  belly  is  the  God,  they  honour  moft. 

But  fee  whereto  this  daintineffe  hath  brought  vs, 
The  time  hath  been,  that  if  a  Famine  caught  vs, 
And  left  vs  neither  Sheepe,  nor  Oxe,  nor  Conic  : 
Yet  vnto  fuch  a  dyet  were  we  borne, 
(Were  we  not  in  our  Townes  kept  in  by  th'Foc) 
The  Woods  and  Fields  had  yeelded  vs  enough 
To  content  Nature  :  And  then  in  our  needs, 
Had  we  found  either  leatics,  or  grajfe,  or  weeds, 
We  could  haue  liu'd,  as  now  there  doth,  and  can 
With  good  contentment,  many  an  Irifli-man. 
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But,  in  this  age,  if  onely  Wheat  doe  rife 
To  any  extraordinary  prife  : 
Or  if  we  haue  but  Cheefe  or  Butter  fcant, 
(Though  almoft  nothing  elfe  that  is,  we  want) 
Lord  how  we  murmur,  grumble,  fret,  and  pine, 
As  if  we  would  vpbraid  the  powers  Diuine  ? 
Yea,  daily  to  prouoke  God,  as  the  lewes 
Did  in  the  wilderneffe  is  now  no  newes. 

But  you,  that  are  fo  like  to  fterue  in  plenties, 
Becaufe  you  are  a  little  bard  your  dainties : 
Leaue  off  your  Luxiiry,  let  me  entreat ; 
Or  there  will  come  a  Famine  fhall  be  great ; 
When  Soule  nor  Body  neither,  fhall  haue  food, 
Or  any  thing  to  comfort  them  that's  good. 

We  talke  of  fcarcitie  :  yet  heere  there  came 
No  want  this  twentie  ages  worth  the  name 
Of  Famine ;  but  our  gentle  God  hath  bin, 
Exceeding  mercifull  vnto  our  fin. 
Wheat  at  ten  millings,  makes  no  dearth  of  bread, 
Like  theirs,  where  once  ( we  read )  an  Affes  head 
Coft  foure-fcore  filuer  peeces  :  Doues  dung 
Was  highly  priz'd  ;  and  Mothers  eate  their  young. 
There  Famine  raign'd.     Pray  in  the  like  we  fall  not. 
If  we  can  faft  with  Niniue,  we  fhall  not. 
But  truly  much  I  feare  the  fame  ;  vnleffe, 
We  doe  leaue  off  our  gluttonous  exceffe. 
For,  though  we  quaffe  and  fwill  much  time  away, 
Yet  three  fet-meales  will  fcarce  fuffice  a  day 
To  fatisfie  our  luft ;  whereas  but  one 
Suffis'd  our  Predeceffors  :  fometime  none 
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It  were  a  worke  too  tedious  here  to  quote 
The  fundry  Vanities  that  we  may  note 
Sprung  from  this  Grcedincffe.     As  our  Long  fitting. 
A  cuftome,  rather,  in  my  minde,  befitting 
Pagans  and  Epicures,  than  honeft  men, 
But  'tis  a  vfe  now  common  growne.     And  then, 
This  Foolery  we  haue  :  We  nothing  deeme 
That  merrits  our  defiring,  or  efteeme, 
Saue  that,  which  we  haue  either  dearely  bought, 
Or  far-away  from  forraine  Kingdoms  brought. 
Yea  notwithflanding,  heere  in  this  our  Land, 
Thofe  things  be  better,  and  more  neere  at  hand  ; 
Yet  we,  out  of  an  idle  humour  are 
So  much  more  pleafed  with  all  Forraine  ware 
Than  with  our  owne  ;  that  we  the  fame  deteft  ; 
And  this  our  vaineneffe  doth  not  onely  reft 
In  meats,  and  in  apparrell ;  but  'tis  fhown 
In  many  things  :  we  leaft  afTecl  our  owne. 

Our  home-made  Cloth,  is  now  too  courfe  a  ware, 
For  Chyna,  and  for  Indian  fluffs  we  are. 
For  Turkey  Grow-graincs,  CJiamblcts,  filken  Rajh. 
And  fuch  like  new  deuifed  Forraine  tram. 
Yea,  though  our  natiue  Country-men  excell 
In  any  Trade,  we  like  them  not  fo  well 
As  we  doe  Strangers :  and  (in  very  deed) 
I  thinke  for  vaine  inuentions  they  exceed. 

And  then  moreouer ;  when  we  doe  not  want 
Any  good  wholfom  Hearb,  or  Fruit,  or  Plant, 
That  my  be  neceffary,  fit  or  good, 
Either  to  ferue  for  Phyfick  or  for  food. 
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Yet,  thofe  we  fleight,  as  if  we  did  abhor  them, 

And  fend  to  feeke  in  other  Kingdoms  for  them. 

So,  while  we  onely  make  our  vfe  of  them  ; 

Our  better  home-bred  Simples  we  contemne. 

(Oh  Vanity)  our  Country  yeelds  enough, 

What  need  we  Grecian  or  Arabian  ftuffe  ? 

Why  fend  we  for  them  to  thofe  Countries  thus  ? 

'Twas  planted  there  for  them,  and  not  for  vs. 

What  though  it  helpe  them  of  difeafes  there  ? 

The  Climate,  yea,  and  our  complexions  are 

So  different  (  for  ought  that  I  can  gather,  ) 

Heere't  may  not  helpe  our  griefes,  but  poyfon's  rather. 

That  Opium  which  a  Turk  in  faftie  will, 

Deuour  at  once  two  Engli/hmen  would  kill. 

And  as  I'ue  heard  experienc'd  men  to  fay, 

That  which  will  falue  their  wounds  within  a  day 

Who  of  the  fartheft  Efterne  Countries  be, 

Will  not  recure  an  EngliJJiman  in  three. 

Then  fure,  if  we  fhould  vfe  that  med'cine  heere, 

It  would  not  helpe  nor  cure  vs  in  a  yeere. 

Trufb  me  ;  I  think,  this  ouer-much  refpe6ling 

Of  Forraine  Druggs,  and  foolifhly  neglecting 

Our  natiue  Simples,  is  the  caufe  that  we 

So  little  better  for  our  Phyfick  be. 

Some,  in  their  writings  praife  Tobacco  much  : 
Perhaps  the  vertue  of  it  may  be  fuch 
As  they  haue  faid  ;  where  firft  the  Simple  grew. 
But,  if  it  be  re-planted  heere  a  new, 
From  it  owne  foile  where  Natures  hand  did  place  it ; 
I  dare  not  with  thofe  properties  to  grace  it 
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Which  there  it  had  :  Nor  can  the  vcrtue  bide, 

When  'tis  tranfported  to  our  Region,  dri'd. 

Yet,  'its  almoft  a  wonder  to  behold, 

How  generally  now  both  young  and  old 

Suck  on  that  Forrainc  ivccdc.     For,  fo  they  vfe  it, 

Or  rather  (to  fpeake  right)  fo  they  abufe  it, 

In  too  oft  taking ;  that  a  man  would  think 

It  were  more  needfull  than  their  meat  or  drink  : 

But  what's  their  reafon  ?     Doe  not  aske  them  why, 

For  neither  can  they  tell  you  that,  nor  I  : 

Vnleffe't  be  thus  :  So  they  haue  feene  fome  doe  : 

And  therefore  they  forfooth  muft  vfe  it  too. 

Nay,  wonder  not :  The  Sun  lights  not  a  Nation 
That  more  addic~teth  Apifh  imitation. 
Than  doe  we  Englifh.     Should  we  fome  man  fee 
To  weare  his  doublet  where  his  hofe  mould  be, 
Pluck  gloues  on's  feet,  and  put  his  hands  in's  fhoes, 
Or  weare  his  Rings  and  lewels  on  his  toes  ; 
And,  come  fo  tired  to  our  Englifh  Court, 
Attended  in  fome  ftrange  prepoft'rous  fort. 
Some  of  our  Courtiers  would  make  much  adoo, 
But  they  would  get  into  that  fafhion  too. 

For,  they  fo  idle  are  that  if  they  fee 
Thofe  that  with  Rhume  a  little  troubled  be, 
Weare  on  their  faces  a  round  Maftick  patch, 
Their  fondneffe  I  perceiue  is  apt  to  catch 
That  for  a  fafhion.     Nay  ;  we  cannot  name 
That  thing  fo  full  of  Barbarifme  and  fhame 
That  they'l  not  imitate.     VVitneffe  faisfmoake, 
Which,  though  at  firft  it  was  enough  to  choake 
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Or  ftifle  vp  the  fenfe  ;  though  'twere  vnpleafing 

In  taft  and  fauour  ;  oftentimes  difeafmg 

The  takers  bodies.     Yet,  like  men  halfe  mad, 

(Not  knowing  neither  what  effect  it  had  ) 

Onely  becaufe  a  rude  wn&fauage  Nation 

Took't  for  fome  vnknown  need,  they'l  make't  a  fafhion. 

Alas,  what  profit  England  at  thy  neede 
Haft  thou  attain'd  to,  by  this  Indian  weed? 
What,  hath  it  lengthen'd  life,  or  maintain'd  health, 
Or  hath  it  brought  thee  more  increafe  of  wealth  ? 
It  dries  fuperfluous  moifhure  ;  Dooth't  ?  indeed, 
Tane  with  difcreation  it  may  Hand  infteed  : 
And  furely,  it  deferues  to  be  excus'd, 
Beeing  with  honeft  moderation  vs'd. 
But  I  doe  greatly  wonder  what  they  ment, 
That  firfh  did  tak't  in  way  of  Complement. 
For,  now  it  is  as  common  at  each  meeting, 
As  how  dyee,  or,  Godfaueyee,  for  a  greeting. 
Hee's  no  good  fellow  that's  without  the  Pox, 
Burnt  pipes,  Tobacco,  and  his  Tinder-box. 
And  therefore,  there  be  fome  who  fcarce  abide  it, 
Yet  alwaies  will  for  company  prouide  it  : 
With  whom  (though  they  alone  the  fame  efchew) 
They'l  take  it  till  they  fpet,  and  cough,  and  fpue. 
Me  thinks  they  may  as  well,  fith  this  they'l  do, 
At  all  their  meetings  take  Purgations  too. 

There's  not  a  Tinker,  Cobbler,  Shepheard  now, 
Or  Rafcall  Ragamuffin  that  knowes  how 
In  a  blinde  Alehoufe  to  caroufe  a  pot, 
Or  fwagger  kindly,  if  he  haue  it  not. 
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You  fhall  haue  fome  among  them  will  not  ftick 
To  fweare,  that  they  are  for  Tobacco  ficke  ; 
When  by  their  ragged  out-fides  you  would  gather 
It  were  for  want  of  bread,  and  victuals  rather. 
And  fo  I  take't.     But  now  if  you  deny 
Th'Affe6ling  forraine  drugs,  a  vanity, 
Yet  you,  I  hope  will  grant  (becaufe  'tis  plaine) 
The  vfmg  of  Tobacco  thus  is  vaine  : 
I  meane  in  thofe  that  daily  fit  and  fmoake 
Alehoufe  and  Tauerne,  till  the  windowes  roake. 
And  you  mufl  yeeld  that  we  now  iufily  may 
E'ne  as  the  old  verfe  fayQS,flostfcenum,ftunus. 

Some  vainly,  much  Acquaintance  feeke  to  get, 
And  often  in  a  Strangers  caufe  will  fweat  : 
Yet  thefe,  where  their  beft  feruices  are  due, 
So  much  their  charitie  will  fcarcely  mew. 

The  loue  of  Men,  fome  labour  to  attaine, 
And  they  haue  iuft  their  trauaile  for  their  paine. 
For  what's  the  fauour  or  the  loue  of  Men  ? 
A  tldng  long  getting,  and  fo  one  loft  agcn. 
Him,  haue  I  knowne  whofe  company  hath  feem'd 
In  the  appearance  to  be  fo  efteem'd 
By  many,  that  in  mow  he  hath  appear'd 
To  be  more  neerly  to  their  foules  indear'd 
Than  their  owne  bloud.     And  furely  for  the  time, 
(But  that  Inconftancies  a  humane  crime ) 
He  hath  been  fo  :  For  when  he  hath  departed, 
As  if  his  abfence  inwardly  had  fmarted  ; 
Out  of  their  eyes  full  oft  againft  their  will, 
I  haue  feene  forrow  looke,  and  teares  to  trill. 
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And  yet  againe  hath  my  Experience  feene 
The  felfe-fame  Man  that  hath  fo  made-of  beene, 
Euen  of  thofe  Men  he  hath  been  fo  refpected, 
After  fome  abfence,  either  much  neglected, 
Wholly  forgotten  ;  or  they  fo  eftranged, 
As  if  their  Loue  and  good-conceit  were  changed. 
Which  hauing  found,  I  weighed  well  the  end, 
And  thought  them  vaine  that  on  the  like  depend. 

Alfo,  me  thinkes  it  makes  me  pretty  fport 
To  note  the  vaineneffe  of  the  Greater  fort : 
How  full  of  Conges,  curtefies,  and  greetings, 
Embracements,  and  kinde  words  they  are  at  meetings, 
And  oft,  what  Memorandttms  paft  between, 
Of  great  good  turnes,  that  nere  perhaps  haue  been, 
What  Commendations  and  loyes  there  be, 
For  one  anothers  good  profperitie  ; 
When  howfoeuer  they  their  malice  fmoother, 
They  care  not  what  becomes  of  one  another. 
To  fee  me  well,  hees  glad  at  hart  one  cryes, 
When  'tis  well  knov/n,  that  in  his  heart  he  lies. 
Another  bids  me  welcome  to  my  face, 
When  he  would  leaue  my  prefence  for  my  place. 
Yea,  and  to  fweare  it  too,  he  will  not  tremble, 
Although  he  knowes,  I  know  he  doth  diffemble. 
Which  in  my  iudgement  is  a  vanitie 
Too  full  of  fhameleffe  groffe  abfurditie  ; 
And  I  much  wonder  men  delight  to  fpend 
Time  that's  fo  precious,  to  fo  little  end, 
As  to  Confume't  in  idle  Complement, 
And  not  fo  much  as  to  a  good  intent : 
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Crouching  and  kneeling,  when  each  pcafant  knowes, 

Mrich  curtefee,  much  craft,  the  Prouerbe  goes. 

A  qualitie  befeeming  men  I  deeme't 

Ay  to  be  Courteous,  and  I  much  efteeme't : 

Yet  fure,  without  good  meaning  'tis  vnfit, 

And  extreame  vaine  when  men  are  cloyd  with  it. 

When  fomc  mans  Table's  furnimed  with  ftore, 
Of  Dainties  that  a  Prince  can  haue  no  more, 
Hee'l  bid  you  welcome,  tJwngJi  that  by  your  cheare 
It  doth  not  (as  heel  fay  himfelfe,)  appcarc : 
And  yet  he  fees  and  knowes  well  that  his  Bonis, 
Haue  what  the  Water,  Earth,  and  Ayre  affords  : 
With  pray  yce  eate,  I  drinke  t'ycc,  nay  be  merry, 
And  fuch  like  words  ;  I  oft  haue  been  as  weary 
To  thanke,  to  pledge,  and  fay,  /  doe  not  f pare, 
As  ere  was  Sommers  of  his  trotting  Mare. 

I  often  haue  obferued  in  our  Feafts, 
A  vanity  which  each  free  minde  detefts, 
And  this  it  is  ;  When  any  one  intends 
For  merryment  to  entertaine  his  friends, 
And  for  them  all  things  needfull  doth  prepare, 
That  they  may  well  perceiue  they  welcome  arc  ; 
He  marres  the  bounty  of  his  louing  feaft 
By  his  ill  chufing  fome  vntaftefull  gueft. 
For,  fo  it  often  haps  he  doth  inuite 
Some  lofty  Statef-man,  or  proud  neighboring-Knight 
Who  marres  their  freedome  by  his  expectation 
Of  more  then  neceffary  obferuation. 
And  he  muft  be  a  flaue  vnto  that  gueft, 
Contenting  him  though  he  difpleafe  the  reft. 
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This,  folly  is  :  Were  I  as  he  ;  my  Bord 

Should  neuer  entertaine  that  Knight  or  Lord 

In  way  of  feafbing,  that  allow'd  not  mee 

To  be  as  merry  and  as  blith  as  hee : 

Or  that  through  his  difdaine  would  think  amis 

To  beare  fome  iefts  of  mine,  as  I  beare  his  : 

For  who  but  fooles  would  while  their  gueft  is  baiting 

Stand  with  bare-heads,  like  Ale-houfe-keepers  waiting 

(As  if  they  were  fome  ftrangers  wanted  chearing) 

In  their  own  houfes  ;  while  they  dominering 

Say  what  they  lift.     Be  therefore  rul'd  by  me, 

Bid  none  but  equalls  if  yon' I  merry  be. 

At  leaft  let  them  be  fuch  as  can  abide, 

To  lay  Superiority  afide. 

Moreouer  (if  they  haue  the  prouidence 
To  bid  their  Friends,  and  keep  their  Mar-feafts  thence ) 
They  are  too  lauifh,  and  doe  much  deuife, 
How  they  the  appetite  may  beft  fuffife. 
But  'tis  a  figne  their  vnderftanding's  fmall 
That  can  afford  them  no  difcourfe  at  all, 
It  fhowes  a  fhallow  Pate  and  muddy  Braine, 
When  men  haue  nothing  els  to  entertaine 
Their  Friends  withall,  but  whiffes  of fmoake,  or  drinke, 
Or  curious  fare ;  as  if  that  they  did  thinke 
They  could  not  fhew  their  honeft  loue,  vnleffe 
They  did  abound  in  Gluttonous  exceffe. 

But  there  be  many  Greedy-guts  indeed, 
That  will  finde  fault  vnleffe  their  Gates  exceed. 
Such  Socrates  fhewes  how  to  anfwere  beft ; 
Who  hauing  for  his  friends  prepar'd  a  feaft, 
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And  heareing  one  to  difcommend  his  ftore, 
Told  him  directly,  Friend,  there  needs  no  more : 
For  be  they  vertuous,  heere's  enough  for  fuch  ; 
If  otherwife  (quoth  he)  there  is  too  much. 

A  fitter  anfwer  we  can  neuer  finde 
For  fuch  nice  Gluttons  ;  differing  in  minde 
From  certaine  deare  and  learned  Friends  of  mine  ; 
Whom,  when  I  late  requefted  had  to  dine 
Or  fup  with  me  one  night ;  would  not  agree, 
Vnleffe  I  dreft  what  they  appointed  mee. 
I  will,  fayd  I,  and  not  a  bit  befide  : 
Why  then  (quoth  they)  we  charge  thee  to  prouide 
One  dij/i,  no  more.     (  We  loue  not  him  that  crams  .* ) 
And  let  our  fecond  courfe  be  Epigrams. 
So  much  they  found ;  with  more  good  mirth  &  laughing; 
Than  thofe  that  had  their  dainties  and  their  quaffing, 

Who  can  declare  what  vanity  Man  fhewes 
In  hearing  and  reporting  idle  newes  ? 
The  foolifh  tales,  and  lyes  that  he  doth  faine, 
Are  more  than  any  numbers  can  containe. 
And  now  I  think  on  that  fame  lying  ciiill, 
(A  mifchiefe  firft  inuented  by  the  Diucll) 
I  cannot  chofe  but  greatly  wonder  why 
Men  fhould  delight  fo  in  that  Vanity. 
It  is  not  onely  vicious  and  bafe, 
But  alfo  doth  their  credits  quite  deface. 
And  Truth  out  of  their  mouthes  is  mif-efteem'd, 
Becaufe,  oft  lying,  they  are  lyers  deem'd. 
I  meane  not  any  falfhoods  to  maintaine, 
No  though  they  be  Officious  or  for  gaine. 
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Yet  worfe  doe  like  them,  who  their  wits  doe  bend 

To  Coyne  new  tales  vnto  no  other  end 

But  to  prouide  the  company  fome  talke, 

And  caufe  they  loue  to  heare  their  owne  tongues  walke. 

Some  I  haue  knowne  (iudge  of  their  vanity) 
That  haue  told  tales  to  their  owne  infamy, 
And  yet  vntrue  'tis  like  they  haue  fmall  care 
Of  others  credits,  when  they  will  not  fpare 
To  wrong  themfelues.     Another  crew  befide, 
Among  thefe  Lyars  I  haue  alfo  fpide, 
Who  (as  it  may  appeare)  did  like  fo  well 
Strange  newes,  and  matters  paft  beliefe  to  tell, 
That  notwithftanding  they  doe  furely  know 
It  makes  not  onely  modeft  eares  to  glow, 
But  that  'tis  knowne  they  lie,  yet  ftill  they  dare 
Gainft  Truth,  their  owne,  and  allmens  knowledge  fweare: 
Yea,  when  they  may  afwell,  and  fpeake  as  right, 
Sweare  that  each  man  is  blind,  and  all  Crowes  white. 
Which  is  a  daring  and  a  lewd  offence, 
Sprung  from  a  brazen,  hellim  impudence. 

Then  there's  a  number  to,  that  doe  fuppofe, 
All  that  beyond  their  little  reafon  growes 
Is  furely  falfe  ;  And  vainely  doe  vphold, 
That  all  reports  which  Tratiellers  vnfold 
Of  Forraine  Lands,  are  lies  :  becaufe  they  fee 
No  fuch  ftrange  things  in  their  owne  Parim  be ; 
If  that  I  may  not  tearme  fuch  fellowes  vaine, 
He  fay  th'are  dull,  and  of  ajhallow  braine : 
And  him  I  count  no  wife  man,  that  imparts 
To  men  of  fuch  bafe  mifconceiuing  hearts 
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Any  rare  matter,  for  their  brutifh  wit 
Will  very  quickly  wrong  both  him  and  it. 
For  thus  the  faying  goes,  and  I  hold  fo, 
Ignorance  oncly  is  true  ivifedomes  foe. 

Then  thou  art  vaine  that  wilt  vouchfafe  to  fpend 
Thy  breath,  with  witleffe  people  to  contend 
In  weighty  matters  ;  when  it  is  well  known 
They'l  like  of  no  opinions  but  their  owne  : 
Euer  difabling  what  thou  doft  recite, 
Yea  notwithftanding  it  be  nere  fo  right. 
And  be  their  owne  cafe  falfe,  and  all  amiffe, 
They'l  proue  it  true  :  How  ?  Thus  :  Bccanfc  it  is. 
So  if  there  be  no  moe  wife  men  in  place, 
Thou  bear'ft  the  fhame,  and  they'l  haue  all  the  grace. 

And  yet  the  mifchiefe  hath  not  there  an  end  : 
For  tell  me,  you  that  euer  did  contend 
With  fuch  ;  is  not  their  waiward  difputation 
A  meere  confufion,  and  a  ftrong  vexation  ? 
I  know  'tis  fo,  for  I  my  felfe  haue  tride  it, 
And  fmce  that  time  could  neuer  yet  abide  it. 
But,  let  thofe  follow  vanity  together 
With  purblind  ignorance  ;  and  lie  fend  thither, 
To  keepe  them  company,  thofe  that  take  pleafure 
In  tedious  difcourfe  ;  they  be  at  leafure : 
And  thofe  that  loue  to  heare  their  owne  tongues  walke, 
Still  feeking  opportunity  of  talke, 
Shall  not  flay  from  them.     Yet  I  haue  beheld 
More  vanities  which  muft  not  be  conceal'd  : 
As  foolifh  wiflies.     Many  a  filly  Affe 
Couets  thofe  things  that  cannot  come  to  paffe. 
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Another,  that  in  wifhing  is  as  heedleffe, 

Defires  fome  trifling  babies  which  are  needleffe. 

Nay,  I  haue  heard,  without  regard  or  fliarne, 

Such  beaftly  wifhes  as  I  blufh  to  name. 

What  damn'd  infernall  Curfes  can  each  brother 

In  euery  angry  fit  wifh  one  another  ? 

When  fuch  as  thefe  their  iefting  words  they'l  make  ye, 

A  pox,  a  Peftilence,  and  a  Murraine  take  ye. 

Which  if  the  Lord  fhould  in  his  iuftice  fend  them, 

Their  own  vaine  wiflies  would  ere  long  time  end  them. 

Some  free-borne  men  I  haue  obferued  toe 
Who  are  thought  wife,  yet  very  vainely  doe. 
Thefe,  as  if  they  lackt  troubles  of  their  owne, 
For  other  men  are  flaues  and  drudges  growne. 
I  tax  not  fuch  as  honeftly  haue  ftood 
In  the  maintaining  a  poore  neighbours  good  ; 
But  rather  thofe  who  are  fo  out  of  meafure 
Enurde  to  be  for  other  men  at  leafure, 
That  they  can  finde  almoft  no  time  to  be 
Employd  about  their  own  commoditie. 

Others  there  are,  more  knauifh,  and  as  vaine, 
Who  feeming  carefull  of  anothers  gaine, 
Intrude  themfelues  into  their  actions  ;  When 
'Tis  not  for  any  good  they  wifh  the  men, 
But  for  this  caufe,  and  fure  for  nothing  more, 
In  each  mans  Boat  they  loue  to  haue  an  Oare. 
Tis  good  to  looke  to  their  affaires  ;  but  yet, 
I  hold  it  for  a  vaine  thing  and  vnfit 
We  Ihould  be  vexed  with  fuch  extreame  care 
In  following  them,  as  many  times  we  are : 
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For,  vnto  me  it  feemes,  the  grcatejl part, 
Take  bujlncffc  not  in  hand  now,  but  in  hart. 
What  meane  our  wealthy  Vfurers  to  hoord 
More  vp  for  others  than  they  can  affoord 
Vnto  themfelues  ?     Whereas  they  doe  not  know 
Whether  it  fhall  be  for  a  friend  or  foe. 
Sure  fuch  me  thinks  fhould  be,  deferuedly, 
Recorded  for  their  fottifh  vanity. 
Now,  as  the  moft  of  wealth  too  well  doe  deeme, 
So  others  make  thereof  too-fmall  efteeme  ; 
As  of  a  thing  whofe  vfe  were  of  no  weight : 
But  both  are  led  away  with  vane  conceit. 

Then  fome  mans  care  is,  that  when  this  life  ends, 
He  dying,  may  be  buried  with  his  Friends  ; 
As  if  he  fear'd  his  Foes  had  not  forgotten 
To  do  him  mifchiefe  though  their  bones  were  rotten. 

Others,  extreamly  are  diftempered, 
To  thinke  what  men  will  doe  when  they  arc  dead  ; 
And  vainly  fit  (more  wit  God  one  day  fend) 
Lamenting  what  they  know  not  how  to  mend. 

For  worthleffe  matters  fome  are  wondrous  fad  : 
Whom  if  I  call  not  vaine,  I  mufb  terme  mad. 
If  that  their  nofes  bleed  fome  certaine  drops, 
And  then  againe  vpon  the  fudden  flops  : 
Or  if  the  babbling  fowle  we  call  a  lay, 
A  Squirrel,  or  a  Hare,  but  croffe  the  way : 
Or  if  the  fait  fall  towards  them  at  table, 
Or  any  fuch  like  fuperftitious  bable, 
Their  mirth  is  fpoyld,  becaufe  they  hold  it  true 
That  fome  mifchance  muft  thereupon  enfue. 
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But  I  doe  know  no  little  numbers  be 

Seduced  with  this  foolifh  vanity : 

And  queftionleffe,  although  I  difcommend  it, 

There  want  not  fome  that  ftoutly  will  defend  it : 

But  all  their  proofe  is  onely  this  I  know ; 

By  daily  triall  they  doe  finde  itfo, 

Indeed  'tis  true,  God  often  by  permiffion, 

To  fee  if  they  will  truft  to  Superftition 

More  than  to  him,  doth  willingly  fupply 

What  they  fo  lookt  for,  by  their  A  ugury. 
Then  fome  to  be  efteemed  men  of  ftate, 

Of  nothing  but  the  Court  affaires  doe  prate. 

If  they  but  come  amongft  vs  Countrey-men, 

Lord,  what  Magnificoes  they  will  be  then  / 

Yea  though  they  blow  but  the  Kings  Organ-bellowes, 

We  muft  fuppofe  them  Earles  &  Barrens  fellowes, 
Or  elfe  we  wrong  them.     'Twas  my  chance  to  light 
In  a  friends  houfe,  where  one  of  thefe  that  night 

Tooke  vp  his  lodging  ;  At  the  firft  I  deem'd  him 
A  man  of  fome  great  place,  and  fo  efteem'd  him  ; 
And  he  tooke  me  for  fome  foft  Country  gull, 
Thinking  my  wit  ( as  tis  indeed)  but  dull. 
But  I  perceiu'd  his  pride,  I  muft  confeffe, 
And  feem'd  as  if  I  had  a  great  deale  leffe. 
I  made  him  more  fine  conges  by  a  fcore, 
Then  ere  he  had  at  Court  in's  life  before, 
The  worJJtip  and  the  honour  too  I  gaue  him, 
But  from  the  charge  of  either  I  dare  faue  him. 
Yet  my  high  tearms  fo  pleas'd  the  Courtiers  veine, 
That  vp  he  rips  the  newes  of  France  and  Spaine, 
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Of  Germany,  of  Denmark,  and  of  Sweed  \ 

And  he  had  French,  ftore,  therefore  I  tookc  heed. 

Then  next  he  tels  me  all  their  life  at  Court, 

Relates  S.  Georges  fliowes,  and  Chriftmas  fport, 

With  fuch  like  talke  ;  which  I  in  fhew  defir'd, 

And  (as  I  nere  had  feene't  before)  admir'd : 

Which  he  perceiuing,  falleth  to  deuife 

More  Jlrangc  reports,  and  tels  me  fundry  lies, 

Which  fhill  I  wondred  at ;  and  in  his  talke 

I  noted  though  his  tongue  did  euer  walke, 

He  neuer  fpake  of  others  than  the  beft  : 

For  Earles,  and  Lords,  and  Ladies  were  the  leaft 

I  heard  him  mentioning  ;  when  fure  the  foolc, 

Is  but  fome  feruant  to  the  Groome  o'th  ftoole. 

But  howfoeuer,  for  this  once  he  paffes, 

To  fhew  the  nature  of  his  fellow- Affes. 

I  am  affraid  'twill  be  to  little  end, 
If  I  fhould  words  and  precious  leafure  fpend 
To  tell  our  Gallants,  what  vaine,  friuolous 
Difcourfe  they  haue  ;  and  how  ridiculous 
They  are  at  Meetings.     I  haue  beene  for  laughter, 
Often  beholding  to  them  a  weeke  after. 
And  truft  me,  He  not  giue  a  Cue  fo  foone 
To  fee  an  Ape,  a  Monkey,  or  Baboone 
Play  his  forc't  tricks  ;  as  I  would  giue  a  Teftcr, 
To  come  and  view  them  and  their  Apifh  gefture, 
When  they  are  either  frolike  in  their  Cans 
Or  courting  of  their  light-heeld  Curtezans. 

They  thinke  themfelues  fine  men  ( I  know  they  do  ) 
What  will  they  giue  me,  and  He  thinke  fo  to  ? 
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And  yet  I  fhall  not  fure,  doe  what  I  can, 
They  haue  fo  little  in  them  that  is  man. 
For  myfewyeeres,  haue  noted  many  fruits 
Producted  in  fine  filks  and  fatten  futes 
Worth  obferuation  :  I  could  now  recite 
Their  braue  behauiour  in  their  Miftreffe  fight : 
But  fure  they'l  nere  endure't ;  they  cannot  do't ; 
Yet  if  I  lift  now  I  could  force  them  to't, 
But  loe  I  fpare  them  ;  th'are  beholding  to  me, 
And  may  (perhaps)  as  great  a  fauour  doe  me. 

But  faith  I  may  not,  nor  I  cannot  hold  : 
To  keepe  in  all  their  vanities  vntold  : 
At  leaft  one  humorous  trick  I  muft  not  miffe, 
Which  lately  I  obferu'd.     And  that  was  this  : 

Two  Lads  of  late  difpofed  to  be  merry, 
Met  at  a  towne  not  farre  from  Canterbury, 
Where,  though  their  bufmes  fcarce  wold  let  them  ftay, 
They'd  frolicke  out  a  night,  and  then  away : 
So,  there  they  fupt  and  flept,  where  I  let  paffe 
To  tell  their  mirth  in  what  good  fafhion  'twas : 
But  ( as  I  heard )  the  Parifh-clock  ftrooke  one, 
Before  their  merry-mad-conceits  were  done  : 
And  then  they  went  to  bed,  where  I  dare  fay 
They'd  more  deuotion  to  goe  fleepe  than  pray. 
Next  morne,  th'one  waking,  fuddenly  vpftart, 

And  lightly  gert  out  fuch  a  boyftrous 

It  wake't  his  fellow ;  who  furpriz'd  with  wonder, 
Leapt  vp  amaz'd,  and  fwore  he  heard  it  thunder. 
Now  whether  ftorme  there  were  or  no,  'twas  fed, 
The  Chamber-pot  ore-flow'd  and  drown'd  the  bed. 

But 


236 


209 
Lib.  2.  VA  NI  TIE.  Satyr.  \. 

But,  hauing  pray'd  a  Curfe  or  two,  th'one  rifes, 
Then  of  his  bufmeffe  with  himfelfe  deuifes, 
And  thereupon  doth  like  a  carefull  man, 
Sweare  he  will  thence  with  all  the  fpeed  he  can. 
Come prethee  rife  (quoth  he)  and  let's  be  gon, 
Yes  yes,  (quoth  the  other)  I  loill  come  anonc. 
Zounds  harke\  I  think  the  clocke ftrikes  eight,  why  when  f 
O/t  foone  enough  to  brcake  my  faft  by  ten. 
Then  Chamberlaine  one  calls  aloud,  doojl  hcare  ? 
Come  bring  vs  vp  a  double  lugge  of  Beere. 
So  either  hauing  drunke  a  good  caroufe, 
Downe  come  the  Gallants  to  difcharge  the  houfe. 
But,  taking  leaue,  oh  what  d'yee  think  they  mift  ? 
Their  Hofteffc  (  pretty  woman  muft  be  kift ) 
Then  vp  fhee's  cald,  and  in  her  night  attire, 
Downe  claps  fhe  on  a  ftoole  before  the  fire ; 
Where  hauing  bid  her  welcome  from  her  neft, 
Come  fay  (quoth  one)  what  wine  is  t  you  like  bcjl? 
Truly  (quoth  fhe)  /  vfe  to  drinke  no  wine, 
Yet  your  beft  mornings  draught  is  Muskadine. 
With  that  the  Drawer's  call'd  to  fill  a  quart, 
(  Oh  !  'tis  a  wholfome  liquor  next  the  hart. ) 
And  hauing  drunke  it,  whilft  their  heads  were  fteady, 
They  bad  the  Hoftler  make  their  Horfes  ready  : 
Nay  (quoth  the  Hofteffe )  what  needs  all  this  hafl  ? 
/;/  faitJi  you  JJiall  not  goe  till  dinner  s  pajl  ? 
/  Jiaue  a  di/Ji  prepared  for  the  nones, 
A  rich  Potato  Pie,  and  Marrow-bones  ; 
Yea,  and  a  bit,  which  Gallants,  I  proteft, 
I  will  not  part  with  vnto  euery  guefl. 
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With  that  the  Punies  lay  afide  their  cloakes, 

The  glaffes  walke,  and  the  Tobacco  fmoakes, 

Till  dinner  comes,  with  which  when  they  are  fraught, 

To  get  on  horfe-back  by  and  by  tis  naught. 

As  hauingfuft  tis  good  to  walke  a  mile, 

So,  after  dinner  men  mujl  Jit  awhile. 

But  what  ?  will  they  fit  idle  ?  'twere  a  fhame, 

Reach  them  the  Tables,  they  muft  play  a  game. 

Yet ;  fet  them  by  againe,  for  now  I  thinke 

They  know  not  when  to  leaue  :  they'l  rather  drink 

A  health  or  two,  to  fome  efpeciall  Friend, 

And  then  ifaith  they  meane  to  make  an  end. 

Then,  one  cals  Draiver  :  he  cries,  What  d'yee  lack  ? 

Rogue,  bring  vs  vp  a  gallon  more  of  Sacke. 

When  that's  turn'd  vp,  Zounds  one  will  drink  no  more, 

But  bids  the  Hoftler  bring  his  horfe  to  dore  : 

The  fellow  might  performe  it  without  flay, 

For  why  ?  they  had  beene  bridl'd  vp  all  day. 

Then  like  good  husbands  without  any  words, 

Againe  they  buckled  on  their  cloakes  and  fwords ; 

But,  ftepping  out  of  dore  theire  Hofteffe  meets  them, 

And  with  a  ful-fill'd  boule  demurely  greets  them. 

This  was  Her  Pinte,  but  they'l  giue  her  the  tother, 

Which  drew  the  third  down,  &  the  third  another ; 

Vntill  thefe  Gallants  felt  their  heads  fo  addle, 

Their  bodies  fcarce  could  fit  vpright  ith'faddle. 

Then,  more  to  fettle  their  vnfteady  braine, 

They  fell  to  their  Tobacco  once  againe  : 

At  which  they  fuckt  fo  long,  they  thought  no  more 

Of  the  poore  lades,  wich  they  left  ty'd  at  dore  : 

Till 


238 


21  I 

Lib.  2.  VA  NI  TIE.  Satyr,  i. 

Till  that  the  Sun  declin'd  vnto  the  Weft. 
Then  flatting  vp,  th'one  fwore  he  thought  'twere  beft 
That  they  went  thence  ;  and  to  his  fellow  faid, 
Come,  We  JJiall  be  be-nighted  Fine  affraid. 
What  if  we  be  (quoth  tother)  by  this  light, 
I  know  the  time  when  I  liaue  rid  all  night : 
By  twclue  a  clocke  lie  be  at  home  I  vow, 
Yet  Hojlcffe,  by  this  kiffc,  He  fnp  with  you. 
And  fo  they  did  ;  but  after  fupper,  th'one 
Haftens  the  other,  that  they  may  be  gone. 
Nay  be  aduifed  (quoth  his  copefmate )  harke, 
Let's  ftay  all  night,  for  it  growcs  pcjtlence  darke. 
I  marry  (quoth  the  Hoft  )  perfivaded  be, 
There  s  many  Murthers  now  I promife yee. 
lie  bid  my  fernants  to  JJmt  vp  tJie  gate, 
No  gueft  Jliall  goe  out  of  my  houfc  fo  late. 
Nofurcly  (quoth  their  Hofteffe)  by  Saint  ANN, 
You  may  be  mif chief t ;  flay  and  fauc  a  man. 

Well,  they'l  be  rul'd  for  once  ;  but  fweare  they'l  goe 
The  following  morning  ere  the  Cocks  doe  crow  : 
In  troth  at  fartheft,  ere  the  day  giues  light. 
Then,  hauing  kift  their  Hofteffe  ouer-night, 
To  bed  againe  thefe  royftering  yongfters  went, 
Forgetting  whereto  they  before  were  bent. 
But  when  the  Morne  her  turne  againe  did  take, 
And  that  it  grew  high  time  for  them  to  wake ; 
Then  vp  they  buftled,  and  began  to  lay 
The  fault  from  one  to  th'other  of  their  ftay. 
For  this  fthe  firft  faid)  we  may  thanke your  Jloth  ; 
I  thinke  therein  they  were  guilty  both) 
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Nay  (quoth  the  other)  might  you  haue  your  will, 

Youd  drinke  Tobacco,  and  be  quaffing  ftill. 

Who  I  (quoth  he  )  /  weigh  it  not  two  chips : 
I  could  not  get  you  from  mine  Hoftejfe  lips. 

Yoti  doe  me  wrong  (faith  th'other )  for  I  fweare, 
I  feldome  toucht  .them  :  but  you  Jlill  hung  there. 

To  beare  the  burthen  he  grew  difcontent, 
And  fwore  he  would  not  drink  before  he  went : 
But  call'd  ;  Our  horfes  OJller,  and  our  wands  ; 
And firra  Tapjler,  water  for  our  hands. 

Yet  (quoth  the  other  )  thoti'le  be  ruVd  I  thinke, 
Prethee  let  me  intreat  thee  now  to  drinke 
Before  thou  wafli ;  Our  fathers  tJiat  were  wife, 

Were  went  to  fay,  'Twas  wholefome  for  the  eyes, 

Well ;  if  he  drinke,  a  draught  fhall  be  the  moft, 
That  muft  be  fpiced  with  a  nut-browne  toft. 
And  then,  'twere  good  they  had  a  bit  befide, 
For  they  confider'd  they  had  far  to  ride. 
So,  he  that  would  not  drink,  alate,  for  haft, 
Is  now  content  to  ftay  and  breake  his  faft. 
Which,  e're  'twere  ended,  vp  their  Hoft  was  got ; 
And  then  the  Drunkard  needs  muft  haue  his  pot, 
And  fo  he  had  :  but  I  commend  my  Cozen, 
The  Cuckolds  one  Can,  coft  the  fooles  a  dozen. 

But  then,  perceiuing  they  began  to  ftay, 
Quoth  G  VT  S,  My  bullies,  harke ye,  what  d'yeefay? 
Can  you  this  morning  on  a  raJJier  feed? 
Oh  yes,  fay  they,  that's  kingly  meat  indeed. 
They  ask't  it,  and  they  had  it ;  but  this  cheere 
Quickly  drew  down  a  dozen  more  of  Beere  : 
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Which  being  drunke,  they  had  got  out  of  towne, 
But  that  their  Hofteffe  newly  was  come  downe  ; 
With  whom  they  fpent  ere  they  could  get  away, 
In  kiffmg  and  in  quaffing  halfe  that  day. 
And  fiue  times,  as  I  heard,  they  tooke  the  paine 
To  get  on  horfe-backe,  and  come  off  againe. 
But  at  the  laft,  iuft  as  the  clocke  ftrooke  two, 
They  were  the  fixt  time  hors't  with  much  adoe. 

But  then  ( as  'tis  the  Drunkards  vfe )  they  fate 
Tippling  fome  hower  and  a  halfe  at  gate : 
So  that  the  night  drew  on  apace,  and  then, 
Thither  came  riding  other  Gentlemen, 
And  ment  to  lodge  there.     They  had  friendfhip  fhowne, 
Th'other  were  ftale  guefts,  and  their  mony  flown e  : 
Their  honeft  Hoft  for  all  their  large  expence, 
And  former  kindneffe,  quickly  got  him  thence. 
Yea,  their  fweet  Hofteffe  that  fo  worthy  deem'd  them, 
Slunke  out  of  fight,  as  if  fhe  nought  efteem'd  them. 
And  as  moft  wil  that  meet  with  fuch  a  crew, 
Left  them  old  Guls,  to  enter  league  with  new  ; 
Who  at  their  parting  purpos'd  to  haue  kift  her, 
But  were  fo  drunken  that  they  neuer  mift  her. 
For,  there  they  quaft  fo  long,  they  did  not  know 
Which  way,  nor  whither,  nor  yet  when  to  goe  ; 
That  fome  fuppofe  ;  yea,  and  they  thinke  fo  ftill, 
Their  horfes  brought  them  thence  againft  their  will. 
For,  if  fo  be  their  beafts  had  wanted  wit 
To  come  themfelues  ;  the  Fooles  had  been  there  yet. 

If  you  'twas  made  by,  read  with  difcontent, 
You  are  too  blame  ;  none  knowes  by  whom  'twas  ment : 
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There  is  no  caufe  you  mould  diflike  my  Rime, 
That  learnes  you  wit  againft  another  time. 
When  others  are  thus  vaine,  could  you  forbeare  it, 
And  note  the  follies  in't  you  would  forfwere  it  ? 
And  fo  that  thofe,  who  thus  you  entertain e, 
Will  flout,  and  vfe  the  next  as  well,  for  gaine. 

Now,  what  doe  you  vnto  thefe  Gallants  fay  ? 
Were  they  not  pretty  witty  ones  I  pray  ? 
It  may  be  they  will  frowne  at  this,  to  fee't, 
And  I  am  very  forry  for't :  but  yet, 
One  humour  more  which  I  haue  noted  vaine, 
Here  to  be  told  of,  they  muft  not  difdaine. 
It  may  annoy  them  if  they  doe  not  mend  it, 
Yea  notwithfhanding  they  fo  much  defend  it. 
'Tis  this  ;  They  too  much  of  their  valour  vaunt, 
And  fo  extreamely  for  vaine-glory  haunt, 
That  to  procure  themfelues  a  valiant  name, 
Or  peraduenture  one  halfe  houres  fame, 
They'l  hazard  life  and  limb  ;  yea,  foule  and  all, 
Rather  then  in  their  brauery  they'l  let  fall 
A  vaine  Repute.     Oh  filly  fenfeleffe  men  ! 
What  will  the  breath  of  Fame  auaile  you,  when 
You  lie  in  duft  and  molded  vp  in  clay  ? 
Perhaps  you  fhall  be  fpoken  of  a  day, 
In  fome  poore  Village  where  your  bodies  lie  : 
To  all  the  earth  befides,  your  fame  fhall  die. 
And  it  may  be,  whereas  you  looke  for  glory, 
You  fhall  but  ferue  to  make  more  long  the  ftory      (you) 
Of  haire-brain'd  fooles;  and  fuch  (how-ere  fome  deeme 
Men,  that  haue  vnderftanding  will  efteeme  you. 
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But  yet,  there  is  a  crew  that  much  annoyes 
The  Common-weale,  fome  call  them  Roaring-boy es ; 
London  doth  harbour  many  at  this  time, 
And  now  I  thinke  their  Order's  in  the  Prime 
And  flourifhing  eftate.     Diuerfe  are  proud 
To  be  of  that  bafe  Brotherhood  allow'd. 
And  reafon  too  :  For  why  ?  they  are  indeed 
No  common  fellowes,  for  they  all  exceed 
They  doe  fo,  but  in  what  things  are  they  thinke  ye  ? 
In  villany :  for  thefe  be  they  will  drinke  ye 
From  morne  till  night,  from  night  till  mornc  againe, 
Emptying  themfelues  like  Conduits,  and  remaine 
Ready  for  more  Hill.     Earth  drinkes  not  the  fliowres 
Fafter  then  their  infernall  throats  deuours 
Wine  and  ftrong  liquors.     Thefe  be  they  will  fvveare 
As  if  they  would  the  veile  of  heauen  tearc, 
And  compell  God  to  heare  their  blafphemy. 
Thefe  are  the  Patrons  of  all  villany  ; 
Whores  Champions  :  deceit  and  treachery, 
With  the  mod  loathfome  vice  of  lechery 
Is  all  their  pra6life.     Thunder  when  it  roares, 
loyn'd  with  the  raging  waues  that  beat  the  fhoares, 
Together  with  the  windes  moft  rude  intrufion, 
Make  not  a  noife  more  full  of  mad  confufion 
Than  do  thefe  Hell-hounds,  where  they  vfe  to  houze 
And  make  their  moft  vnciuill  Rendeuouze : 
For  a  more  godleffe  crew  there  cannot  well 
Be  pickt  out  of  the  boundleffe  pit  of  Hell. 
Yet  thefe  bafe  flaues  (whofe  lewdneffe  I  confeffe 
I  cannot  finde  words  able  to  expreffe) 
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Are  Great-mens  darlings  ;  (As  fome  vnderftand) 
The  abfoluteft  Gallants  in  this  Land. 
And  onely  men  of  fpirit  of  our  time, 
But  this  opinion's  but  a  vulgar  crime. 
For,  they  which  vnderftanding  haue,  fee  plaine, 
That  thefe  and  all  their  fauourites  are  vaine. 
And  fure  'twere  good  if  fuch  were  forc't  to  giue 
A  ftrict  account  by  whom,  and  how  they  Hue. 
Thus  haue  I  brought  to  light  as  well's  I  can, 
Some  of  the  Vanities  I  find  in  Man. 
But  I  doe  feare  in  taking  fo  much  paine, 
I  haue  but  fhowne  my  felfe  to  be  mofb  vaine ; 
Becaufe  I  haue  fpent  time,  and  reprehended 
That  which  will  nere  the  fooner  be  amended. 
But  yet  there's  hope  it  may  ;  and  therefore  I 
Say  thus  much  more,  that  this  foule  Vanity 
Confifteth  not  alone  in  words  and  workes, 
It  hath  tane  roote  within,  and  alfo  lurkes 
About  the  heart :  and  if  it  there  be  fought, 
I  know  it  alfo  may  be  found  in  thought. 
And  that  is  it  makes  one  man  fit  and  plot, 
What  is  by  trafftcke  with  Virginia  got : 
What  it  may  coft  to  furnifh  him  a  Fleet 
That  mall  with  all  the  Spanifh  Nauy  meet ; 
Or  how  he  may  by  Art  or  practice  finde 
A  neerer  paffage  to  the  Eafterne  Inde ; 
When  as  perhaps  (poore  foole)  befides  his  coat, 
He  is  not  worth  a  Portfmouth  paffage  boat : 
Nor  neuer  meanes  to  trauell  fo  much  Sea, 
As  from  Hith-ferry  to  South-hampton-key. 
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Another  Woodcocke  is  as  fondly  vaine, 
And  to  no  purpofe  doth  moleft  his  braine, 
To  ftudy  if  he  were  a  Nobleman, 
What  kind  of  carriage  would  befit  him  than. 
How ;  and  in  what  fet  words  he  would  complaine, 
Of  the  Abufes  that  he  now  fees  raigne. 
Where  ;  he  would  make  his  place  of  Refidence, 
How,  he  would  keepe  his  houfe  with  Prouidence, 
And  yet  what  plenty  daily  at  his  doore 
Should  be  diftributed  vnto  the  poore. 
What  certaine  Sheepe  and  Oxen  fhould  be  flaine, 
And  what  prouifion  weekely  to  maintaine 
His  Lordly  port     How  many  Seruingmen 
He  meant  to  keepe  ;  and  peraduenture  then 
What  pleafure  he  will  haue,  what  hawkes,  what  hounds, 
What  game  he  will  preferue  about  his  grounds. 
Or  elfe  he  falls  to  caft  what  profits  cleare, 
His  gifts  and  bribes  will  come  to  in  a  yeere  : 
How  heele  put  off  his  hat,  caufe  people  than 
Shall  fay,  he  is  a  curteous  Noble-man. 

Then  vpon  this  againe  he  fals  to  plot, 
How  when  that  he  the  peoples  lone  hath  got, 
If  that  the  King  and  all  his  kindred  die, 
And  if  none  may  be  found  that  will  fupply 
The  Regall  office,  the  refpe6l  they  beare  him, 
Vnto  that  Princely  dignity  may  reare  him. 
Then  doth  his  thoughts  on  that  eftate  fo  feed, 
That  he  forgetteth  what  he  is  indeed. 

And  if  a  man  could  hit  fo  iuft  a  time 
To  come  vpon  him  when  his  thought's  in  Prime, 
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And  giue  him  vnawares  a  fudden  knocke, 
Conceit  his  vnderftanding  fo  would  locke, 
That  I  fuppofe  fbecaufe  it  ftands  with  reafon,) 
He  would  goe  neere  to  ftart,  and  call  out  Treafon : 
For  oftentimes  mens  hearts  are  fo  annoyd 
With  thofe  vaine  thoughts  whereon  they  are  imploy'd 
That  for  a  time  they  fo  forgetfull  grow, 
As  what  they  are,  or  where,  they  doe  not  know. 
But  now,  fith  you  may  fee  there  doth  remaine 
Nothing  in  Man  but  in  fome  fort  is  vaine ; 
And  fith  I  muft  be  driuen  to  confeffe, 
His  vanities  are  great,  and  numberleffe, 
Tie  goe  no  farther  in  this  large  Suruay, 
For  feare  difcourfe  fhould  carry  me  away  : 
And  peraduenture  fo  I  may  become 
Leffe  pleafmg,  and  more  tedious  vnto  fome. 
Which  to  auoyd ;  though  I  no  end  efpy, 
Yet,  here  I  end,  to  treat  of  Vanity. 
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YET,  there's  another  property  in  Men 
That  meanes  to  fet  my  Mufe  to  worke  agen 
Inconftancy :  and  that  no  other  is 
(Vnleffe  I  vnderftand  the  fame  amiffc) 
But  an  vnfctlcd  Jinmonr  of  tJie  minde, 

WJiicJi  fo  vnjlable  is,  it  cannot  finde 
By  any  ftndy,  that  Opinion 

W/iic/t  long  it  dares  to  be  rcfolncd  on  : 
'Tis  meere  Ir-refolution,  and  Eftranging 
From  what  is  purpos'd,  by  a  fickle  changing. 
But  fith  this  vice  I  threaten  to  detect, 

Women  I  know  will  earneftly  expe6l 
To  be  fore  rail'd  on.     But  I'le  gently  vfe  them, 
Becaufe  I  fee  their  confciences  accufe  them, 
And  notwithftanding  they  deferue  much  blame, 
Yet  Tie  not  fpeake  of  ought  vnto  their  fhamc. 
So  they  will  thinke  I  meane  them  alfo,  when 
I  treat  of  the  inconflancy  of  Men  : 
And  though  their  faults  I  feeme  not  to  vpbraid, 
( Caufe  nothing  is  directly  of  them  faid, 
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Yet  they  I  hope  will  nere  the  more  difdaine 

To  be  thought  fickle,  proud,  and  weake,  and  vaine. 

But  now  for  Man  ;  whereas  I  did  complaine 
He  both  in  Deed  and  Word,  and  Thought,  was  vaine : 
So  I  in  this  ( I  fee )  the  like  may  doe, 
Sith  he  in  all  thefe  is  inconftant  too. 
It  is  a  wondrous  thing  me  thinkes,  to  fee 
How  variable  all  his  actions  be  ; 
He  labours  now,  and's  altogether  fet 
Vpon  the  world,  how  he  much  wealth  may  get ; 
Vpon  a  fudden  (then  he  thinkes  to  mend  it) 
Hee's  in  an  humour  and  a  courfe  to  fpend  it : 

Sometime,  he  is  confenting  with  the  Diuell, 
And  ready  to  doe  any  act  that's  euill. 
Which  he  (perhaps,)  repenting,  fome  diuine 
Or  heauenly  matter  doth  his  thoughts  refine. 
So  that  he  is  refolu'd  to  fpend  that  day, 
In  reading  what  Gods  holy  Prophets  fay  ; 
Which  in  his  minde  it  may  be  worketh  fo, 
He  leaues  it,  arid  will  to  a  Sermon  goe  ; 
But,  by  the  way  a  Bill  he  doth  efpy, 
Which  fhowes  there's  acted  fome  new  Comedy ; 
Then  thither  he  is  full  and  wholly  bent, 
There's  nothing  that  mall  hinder  his  intent. 
But  ere  he  to  the  Theater  can  come, 
He  heares  perhaps  the  founding  of  a  Drum  ; 
Thereat  he  leaues  both  Stage-play  and  Deuotion, 
And  will  (forfooth)  goe  fee  fome  idle  motion. 
Ere  he  gets  in,  his  rowling  wandring  eyes 
Behold  fome  Fencer  preft  to  play  his  prize, 
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Faith,  then  there  is  no  remedy  hee'l  fee't. 
But,  ere  he  can  get  halfe  way  o're  the  ftreet 
Some  very  neere  acquaintance  doth  falute  him, 
Who  for  a  mifer  would  perhaps  repute  him 
Vnleffe  he  kindly  offer  to  beftow 
The  Wine,  or  Beare  at  leaft,  before  he  goe. 
Well  then,  he  will ;  but  while  they  doe  deuife 
What  Wine  to  haue,  perhaps  they  heare  the  cries 
And  howling  which  the  eager  Maftiffes  make, 
When  they  behold  a  Bull  or  Beare  at  ftake. 
Oh,  on  a  fudden  then  they  will  be  gone, 
They'l  fee  that  firft,  and  come  and  drinke  anon. 

But  iuft  as  he  out  of  the  Tauerne  peepes, 
Some  gallant  Laffe  along  before  him  fweepes  : 
Whofe  youthfull  brow  adorn'd  with  beauty  trim 
And  lonely  making,  doth  fo  rauifh  him, 
That  as  if  he  were  bound  her  to  attend, 
He  leaues  Play,  Fencer,  Wine,  Bull,  Dogs,  and  Friend. 
By  which  we  fee  his  minde  is  alwaies  varying 
And  fildome  confbant  on  one  obie<5t  tarrying. 
But  ftill  that  thing  with  moft  defire  is  fought, 
Which  is  prefented  laft  vnto  his  thought. 

One  while,  he  likes  beft  of  the  Country-fport, 
Anon  prefers  the  pleafure  of  the  Court. 
Another  his  mind  is  trauelling  to  Spaine, 
Then  vnto  France,  and  hither  ftraight  againe. 
Now,  he  thinks  highly  of  a  Single  life. 
And  hates  the  Mariage  bed,  as  full  of  ftrife  : 
And  yet  e'ne  in  the  turning  of  a  hand, 
He's  glad  to  make  a  loyntnre  of  his  Land, 
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And  woo  with  much  intreaty  to  obtaine 
That  wife,  which  he  did  but  of  late  difdaine. 

One  while  he  zealoufly  profeffeth  Chrift, 
Another  while  becomes  an  A  theift. 
In  Turkey  he  will  Mahomet  adore, 
Among  the  curfed  Pagans  can  implore 
A  Carnedftone ;  in  Rome  he  hath  profeft 
The  worfhip  of  the  Antichriftian  beaft\ 
And  yet  in  England,  heere  with  vs,  he  grants 
No  found  Religion  but  the  Proteftants. 

And  not  alone  according  to  the  place, 
Can  thefe  Chamelions  alter  thus  their  cafe  ; 
But  for  a  fhift  themfelues  they  doe  apply, 
To  anfwer  both  the  Time  and  Company. 
Gallants  fhall  finde  them  formall,  young  men  wilde, 
Plaine  men  fhal  think  them  fimple,  old  men  milde. 
And  for  the  time,  with  Edward  they  will  be 
(He  warrant)  Proteftants  as  well  as  he. 
And  when  his  Sifter  Mary  comes  to  raigne, 
They  can  be  Papifts  eafily  againe. 
Nay,  I  do  feare  me,  though  we  haue  had  teaching, 
And  almoft  threefcore  yeeres  the  Gofpels  preaching 
( Vnconftant  mankinde  is  fo  prone  to  ill, 
And  to  be  changing  hath  fo  good  a  will) 
Too  many  both  of  old  men  and  of  youth 
Might  foone  be  drawne  for  lyes  to  leaue  the  Truth. 

Lets  note  it  and  it  will  be  ftrange  to  fee 
What  contradictions  in  our  actions  be : 
Sometime,  that  man  we  doe  with  Trophies  raife, 
Whom  we  did  but  awhile  before  difpraife  : 
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Nor  can  we  alway  in  one  Paffion  keep, 
But  often  for  one  thing  reioyce  and  weep. 

Is't  not  a  figne  of  humane  fickleneffe, 
And  a  true  note  of  our  vnfetledneffe, 
When  not  alone  fome  one,  or  two,  or  few 
But  a  great  number,  a  felected  Crew, 
Pickt  out  of  all  eftates,  and  they  the  wifeft, 
The  vnderftandingft,  yea,  and  the  precifeft 
Of  a  whole  Empire,  that  when  thefe  (  I  fay) 
Haue  argu'd  pro  &  con,  from  day  to  day, 
From  weeke  to  weeke,  to  haue  (  perhaps  )  ena6led 
One  Law  or  Statute,  yet  when  all's  compacted. 
And  euery  thing  feems  clearly  done  and  ended, 
Then  to  haue  fome  thing  in't  to  be  amended  ? 
Yea,  and  when  this  is  done,  and  the  Records 
Fram'd  in  the  plain'ft  and  moft  effectuall  words, 
T'expreffe  their  meaning,  and  they  think  it  plaine  ; 
Yet  at  next  reading  tis  diflik't  againe  ? 
This  yeare  they  make  a  Law,  repeal't  the  next, 
Then  re-inacl;  it,  and  then  change  the  text ; 
Either  by  taking  from,  or  adding  to. 
And  fo  they  haue  an  endleffe  worke  to  do. 

But  fome  may  tell  me  that  thus  {lands  the  cafe, 
They  muft  haue  both  refpect  to  Time  and  Place, 
And  that  no  Law  deuis'd  by  humane  wit, 
Can  be  for  euery  place  and  feafon  fit : 
All  which  I  yeeld  for  truth  indeed  ;  but  then, 
We  muft  confefs't  a  mifery  in  men, 
That  they  (Chamelion-likeJ  muft  haue  a  mind, 
With  euery  obiect  vnto  change  enclin'd. 
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I  might  fpeake  of  the  changes  which  I  fee 
In  mens  Externall  fortunes  alfo  bee : 
For,  this  day  he  hath  friends,  to  morrow  none : 
Now  he  hath  wealth,  and  in  an  houre  tis  gone  ; 
Some,  in  their  youth  there  be,  haue  all  things  ftore, 
And  yet  doe  often  Hue  till  they  are  poore. 
Againe,  there's  fome  in  youth  at  beggers  ftates, 
Become  in  age  to  be  great  Potentates. 
Some  are  of  Kings  made  flaues,  and  Kings  againe, 
Whilft  other  with  the  contrary  complaine. 
For  poore  Eumenes,  of  a  Potters  fonne, 
By  fickle  Fortunes  helpe  a  kingdome  wonne  ; 
Who,  for  him,  fuch  a  dyet  did  prouide. 
That  fhortly  after  he  of  hunger  dy'd. 

I  many  fuch  examples  might  inferre, 
But  that  would  wafte  more  time  and  make  me  erre 
From  my  intent,  who  purpofe  to  relate, 
The  fickleneffe  of  man,  not  his  eftate. 
Moreouer,  hee's  a  Creature  knowes  not  how 
To  doe  an  act  which  he  mail  long  allow, 
Or  well  himfelfe  approue.     He  cannot  tell, 
What  he  would  haue,  nor  what  he  would  not,  well. 
For  peraduenture  he  is  now  content 
To  doe  what  he  will  in  an  houre  repent. 
He  does,  and  vndoes  what  he  did  before, 
Is  difcontented,  and  with  no  man  more 
Than  with  himfelfe.     In  word,  hee's  fickle  too, 
Fo  he  will  promife  what  hee'l  neuer  doo. 
If  that  he  tell  me  he  will  be  in  Pauls, 
He  goe  looke  for  him  in  the  Temple-Hals : 
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For  fooneft  to  that  place  refort  doth  he, 
Whereas  he  faies  or  fweares  he  will  not  be. 

Oh !  had  there  been  in  words  a  conftant  truft, 
I  needed  not  t'haue  done  as  now  I  muft ; 
I  fhould  haue  had  no  caufe  to  haue  bewail'd 
That  which  I  once  thought  would  haue  neuer  fail'd  : 
But  fith  tis  thus,  at  nothing  more  I  grieue, 
Than  that  vnconftant  words  made  me  belieue. 

Were  promifes  worth  truft,  what  needed  than, 
Such  written  contracts  between  Man  and  Man  ? 
And  wherefore  fhould  they  make  fo  much  adoo, 
To  haue  hands,  fcalcs,  and  tvitncffe  thereunto  ? 
Vnleffe  it  be  for  proofes  to  make  it  plaine, 
Their  words  are  both  inconftant,  falfe,  and  vaine. 

To  morrow  he  will  earneftly  gaine-fay 
What  ftoutly  is  affirm'd  by  him  to  day  : 
Yea,  truly  he's  fo  wauering  and  vniuft, 
That  fcarce  a  word  of  his  deferueth  truft. 
But  as  a  creature  of  all  good  forlorne, 
Swears  what's  deni'd,  and  ftraight  denies  what's  fwornc. 
That  I  fuppofe,  himfelfe  he  doth  but  mock, 
And  is  more  changing  then  a  Weather-cock. 
For  e'ne  the  thought  that's  likelieft  to  remaine, 
Another  that's  vnlike  puts  out  againe. 
Meere  Appetite  (not  Reafon)  guides  him  ftill ; 
Which  makes  him  fo  inconftant  in  his  will. 
Had  he  a  fute  at  firft  made  but  of  Leather, 
And  cloathes  enow  to  keepe  away  the  weather, 
Twere  all  his  wifh  ;  well,  fo  rnoch  let  vs  grant, 
And  ten  to  one  he  fomething  elfe  will  want  ; 
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But  fweares,  that  he  for  more  would  neuer  care, 

Than  to  be  able  to  haue  cloth  to  weare ; 

Which  if  he  get,  then  would  he  very  faine 

Reach  to  haue  Silkes,  for  cloth  he  thinks  too  plaine ; 

And  fo  his  wifhes  feldome  would  haue  flay, 

Vntill  that  he  hath  wifht  for  all  he  may. 

But  though  from  this  innrmitie  there's  no  man 
That  I  can  well  except,  it  is  fo  common ; 
Yet  furely  I  moft  properly  may  call't, 
Or  tearme't  to  be  the  common  peoples  fault. 
Thinke  not  I  wrong  them,  for  if  it  may  not  be 
A  fault,  fo  to  digreffe,  you  foone  mould  fee 
Their  nature  and  condition  ;  but  I  hate  it : 
And  here  in  this  place  I  will  now  relate  it. 
Let  therefore  none  condemne  me  if  I  breake 
My  courfe  awhile  ;  for  I  of  them  will  fpeake  ; 
Something,  I  fay,  my  Mufe  of  them  muft  tell, 
She  cannot  beare  it  any  farther  well. 
And  yet  expe6l  not  all,  for  He  but  fhew, 
Of  many-hundred-thoufand-faults,  a  few. 

And  to  be  briefe  :  The  vulgar  are  as  rude, 
A  ftrange-inconftant-hare-braind  multitude : 
Boren  to  and  fro  with  euery  idle  Paffion ; 
And  by  Opinion  led  befide  all  fafhion. 
For  nouelty  they  hunt,  and  to  a  Song, 
Or  idle  Tale  they'l  liften  all  day  long. 
Good  things  foone  tyre  them  and  they  euer  try 
To  all  reports  how  they  may  adde  alie ; 
Like  that  of  Scoggins  Crowes :  and  with  them  ftill 
Cujlome  hath  borne  moft  fway,  and  euer  will. 
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Or  good  or  bad  what  their  fore-fathers  doe, 
They  are  refolu'd  to  put  in  practice  too. 

They  are  feditious,  and  fo  giuen  to  range 
In  their  opinions  ;  that  they  thrift  for  change. 
For  if  their  Country  be  turmoyl'd  with  warre, 
They  thinke  that  peace  is  more  commodious  farre. 
If  they  be  quiet  they  would  very  faine 
Begin  to  fet  the  warres  abroach  againe. 
I  well  remember  when  an  IriJIi  preffe, 
Had  made  a  Parifh  but  a  man  the  leffe, 
Lord  what  a  hurly  burly  there  was  than  / 
Thefe  warres  (fay  they)  hath  coft  vs  many  a  man, 
The  Country  is  impouerifht  by't,  and  we 
Robb'd  of  our  Husbands  and  our  Children  be  ; 
With  many  fad  complaynings  :  But,  now  peace 
Hath  made  Bellonacs  bloudy  anger  ceafe, 
Their  euer-difcontented  natures  grutch, 
And  think  this  happy  peace  wee  haue  too  much, 
Yea,  and  their  wifdomes  beare  vs  now  in  hand, 
That  it  is  warre  that  doth  enrich  the  Land. 

But  what  are  thefe  ?  not  men  of  any  merit, 
That  fpeake  it  from  a  bold  and  daring  fpirit, 
But  lightly  fome  faint-harted  brauing  Monies, 
That  rather  had  be  hangd  at  their  owne  homes 
Than  for  the  wel-fare  of  their  Countrie  ftay 
The  brunt  of  one  pitcht  battell  but  a  day : 
Or  fuch,  as  would  diftracl:  with  feare  become, 
To  heare  the  thundring  of  a  martiall  Drum. 
They  cannot  keepe  a  meane  (a  naughty  crime) 
Nor  neuer  are  contented  with  the  time  ; 
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But  better  like  the  ftate  they  haue  beene  in, 
Although  the  prefent  hath  the  better  bin. 
E'ne  as  the  lewes,  that  loathing  Manna,  faine 
Would  be  in  Egypt  at  their  flefh  againe, 
Though  they  were  there  in  bondage.     So  doe  thefe 
Wifh  for  the  world  as  in  Queene  Maries  dayes  ; 
With  all  the  blindneffe  and  the  trumperie, 
That  was  expeld  the  Land  with  Popery. 
Why  ?  things  were  cheap,  and  t'was  a  goodly  meny 
When  we  had  foure  and  twenty  egges  a  penny. 
But  fure  they  ate  them  ftale  for  want  of  wit, 
And  that  hath  made  them  addle-headed  yet. 

Then  this  (  moreouer )  I  haue  in  them  feene, 
They  alwaies  to  the  good  haue  enuious  beene. 
Milde  men  they  reckon  fooles,  and  doe  vphold 
Him  to  be  valiant  that  is  ouer-bold. 
When,  he  with  wife  men  is  and  euer  was 
Counted  no  better  then  a  defperate  Affe. 
He  that  doth  truft  vnto  their  loue  fhall  finde 
Tis  more  vnconftant  then  the  wauering  winde  : 
Which  fmce  my  time  a  Man  that  many  knew 
Relying  on  it,  at  his  death  found  true. 

Then  they  haue  oft  vnthankefully  withftood 
Thofe  that  haue  labour'd  for  the  common-good. 
And,  beeing  bafely  minded,  euermore, 
Seeke  leffe  \hepublike  than  their  priuate  ftore. 
Moreouer,  fuch  a  Prince  as  yet  was  neuer, 
Of  whom  the  People  could  fpeake  well  of  euer. 
Nor  can  a  man  a  Gouernour  inuent  them 
How  good  foeuer,  that  fhall  long  content  them. 

Their 
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Their  honeftie  as  I  doe  plainely  finde 
Is  not  the  difpofition  of  their  minde  : 
But  they  are  forc't  vnto  the  fame  through  feare  : 
As  in  thofe  mllaincs  it  may  well  appeare, 
Who  hauing  found  fome  vile  vngodly  caufe, 
If  there  be  any  meanes  to  wreft  the  Lavves 
By  trickcs  or  Jliifs,  to  make  the  matter  goe 
As  they  would  haue  it,  all  is  well  enow  : 
Although  the  wrong  and  iniury  they  proffer, 
Be  too  apparant  for  a  lew  to  offer. 

They  know  not  luftice ;  and  oft  caufeleffe  hate : 
Or  where  they  fhould  not,  are  conipaffwnate. 
As  at  an  Execution  I  haue  feene, 
Where  Malefactors  haue  rewarded  beene, 
According  to  defert ;  before  they  know, 
If  the  accufed  guilty  be  or  no  : 
They  on  report,  this  haftie  cenfure  giue  ; 
He  is  a  villaine,  and  vnfit  to  Hue : 
But  when  that  he  is  once  arraign'd  and  found 
Guilty  by  Law,  and  worthily  led  bound 
Vnto  the  Scaffold,  then  they  doe  relent 
And  pitty  his  deferued  punifhnient. 

Thofe  that  will  now  braue  gallant  men  be  deem'd, 
And  with  the  Common  people  be  efteem'd, 
Let  them  turne  Hackflers  ;  as  they  walke  the  flreet, 
Quarrell  and  fight  with  euery  one  they  meet ; 
Learne  a  Welfh  fong,  to  fcoffe  the  Britifh  blood, 
Or  breake  a  ieft  on  Scotfhmen,  that's  as  good  ; 
Or  if  they  would  that  fooles  fhould  highly  prize  them, 
They  fhould  be  lugglers,  if  I  might  aduife  them  : 
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But  if  they  want  fuch  feates  to  make  them  glorious, 
By  making  Ballets  they  mall  grow  notorious. 

Yet  this  is  nothing  ;  If  they  looke  for  fame, 
And  meane  to  haue  an  euerlafting  name 
Amongfb  the  Vulgar ;  let  them  feeke  for  gaine 
With  Ward  the  Pirat,  on  the  boiftrous  Maine  ; 
Or  elfe  well-mounted  keepe  themfelues  on  land, 
And  bid  our  wealthy  Trauellers  to  ftand 
Emptying  their  full-cram'd-bags  :  for  they'l  not  fticke 
To  fpeake  in  honour  ftill  of  Cutting- Dicke. 

But  fome  may  tell  me,  though  that  it  be  fuch, 
It  doth  not  goe  againft  their  confcience  much : 
And  though  there's  boldneffe  fhowne  in  fuch  a  cafe, 
Yet  Tiburne  is  a  fcumy  dying-place : 
No,  'tis  their  credit ;  for  the  people  then, 
Will  fay,  'Tis  pitty>  they  were  proper  men. 
And  with  a  thoufand  fuch-like  humours,  naught, 
I  doe  perceiue  the  common-people  fraught. 

Then  by  th'opinion  of  fome  it  feemes, 
How  much  the  Vulgar  fort  of  men  efteemes 
Of  A  rt  and  Learning.     Certaine  neighbouring  Swaines 
(That  thinke  none  wife  men,  but  whofe  wifdome  gaines ; 
Where  knowledge,  be  it  morall  or  diuine, 
Is  valued  as  an  Orient- Pearle  with  Swine) 
Meeting  me  in  an  Euening  in  my  walke, 
Being  gone  paft  me,  thus  began  to  talke : 
Firft  an  old  Chuffe,  whofe  roofe  I  dare  be  bold, 
Hath  Bacon  hangs  in't  aboue  flue  yeeres  old, 
Said  ;  That's  his  fonne  that's  owner  of  the  grounds 
That  on  thefe  pleafant  Beechy  Mountaine  bounds  ; 
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D'ye  marke  me  neighbors  ?  This  fame  yong  mans  vather 

( Had  a  bin  my  zon,  chad  a  hang'd  him  rather  ) 

Affoone  as  hee  perceiu'd  the  little  voole 

Could  creepe  about  the  houfe,  putten  to  fchoole  : 

Whither  he  went  not  now  and  then  a  fpurt, 

As't  had  been  good  to  keepe  him  from  the  durt  ; 

Nor  yet  at  leifure  times  ( that's  my  zonnes  fbintj 

Vor  then  indeed  there  had  bin  reafon  in't : 

But  for  continuance,  and  beyond  all  zeffe 

A  held  him  too't  fixe  dayes  aweeke,  no  leffe  ; 

That,  by  S.  Anne,  it  was  a  great  preemption 

It  brought  him  not  his  end  with  a  Confumption. 

And  then  befides,  he  was  not  fo  content, 
To  putten  there  whereas  our  child ers  went, 
(  To  learne  the  Horne-booke  and  the  Abcee  through) 
No,  that  he  thought  not  learning  halfe  enough, 
But  he  muft  feeke  the  Countrey  all  about, 
Where  he  might  finde  a  better  Teacher  out. 
And  then  he  buyes  him  (now  a  pips  befall  it) 
A  vlapping  booke  :  (  I  know  not  what  they  call  it ) 
'Tis  Latine  all ;  and  thus  begins :  Infpcech, 
And  that's  in  Englifh,  Boy,  beware  your  breech. 

One  day  my  Dicke  a  leafe  on't  with  him  brought, 
(Which  he  out  of  his  fellowes  booke  had  raught) 
And  to  his  mother  and  my  felfe  did  reade  it  : 
But  we  indeed  did  fo  extreamely  dread  it, 
We  gaue  him  charge  no  more  thereon  to  looke, 
Vor  veare,  it  had  beene  of  a  coniuring  Booke. 
But  if  you  thinke  I  ieft,  goe  aske  my  Wife, 
If  ere  fhe  heard  fuch  gibbrifh  in  her  life. 
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But  when  he  yong  had  cond  the  fame  by  hart, 
And  of  a  meny  rnoe  the  better  part ; 
He  went  to  Oxford,  where  he  did  remaine 
Some  certaine  yeeres,  whence  hee's  returnd  againe. 
Now  who  can  tell  (it  in  my  ftomacke  ftickesj 
And  I  doe  veare  he  hath  fome  Oxford  trickes  : 
But  if't  be  zo,  would  he  had  nere  come  hither, 
Vor  we  fhall  Hill  be  fure  of  bluftring  weather. 
To  what  end  elfe  is  all  his  vathers  coft  f 
Th'ones  charges,  and  the  tothers  labour's  loft. 
I  warrant  hee  fo  long  a  learning  went, 
That  he  almoft  a  brothers  portion  fpent ; 
And  now  it  nought  auailes  him  :  By  this  Holly 
I  thinke  all  learning  in  the  world  a  folly ; 
And  them  I  take  to  be  the  verieft  vooles, 
That  all  their  life  time  doe  frequent  the  Schooles. 

Goe  aske  him  now,  and  fee  if  all  his  wits 
Can  tell  you  when  a  Barley  feaf on  hits  ; 
When  Meddowes  muft  be  left  to  fpring.  when  mowne, 
When  Wheat,  or  Tares,  or  Rye,  or  Peafe  be  fowne  : 
He  knowes  it  not ;  nor  when  'tis  meet  to  fold, 
How  to  manure  the  ground  that's  wet  and  cold : 
What  Lands  are  fit  for  Pafture,  what  for  Corne, 
Or  how  to  harten  what  is  ouer-worne. 

Nay,  he  fcarce  knowes  a  Gelding  from  a  Mare, 
A  Barrow  from  a  Zow,  nor  takes  he  care 
Of  fuch  like  things  as  thefe.     He  knowes  not  whether 
There  be  a  difference  twixt  the  Ewe  and  Wether. 
Can  he  refolue  you  ( No,  nor  many  more) 
If  Cowes  doe  want  their  vpper  teeth  before  ? 
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Nay,  I  durft  pawne  a  groat  hee  cannot  tell 

How  many  legs  a  SJiccpe  hath  very  well. 

Is't  not  a  wife  man  thinke  yee  ?     By  the  Maffe 

Cham  glad  at  hart  my  Zonne's  not  zuch  an  Affe : 

Why  he  can  tell  already  all  this  geare, 

As  well  almoft  as  any  of  vs  heere. 

And  neighbours  ;  yet  Tie  tell  you  more  ;  my  Dick 
Hath  very  pretty  skill  in  A rfcmetricke : 
Can  caft  account,  write's  name,  and  Dunces  daughter 
Taught  him  to  fpell  the  hardeft  \vords  ith'  Zauter, 
And  yet  the  Boy  I'le  warrant  you  knowes  how 
As  well  as  you  or  I,  to  hold  the  Plow  : 
And  this  I  noted  in  the  Vrchen  euer, 
Bid  him  to  take  a  Booke,  he  had  as  lether 
All  day  haue  drawne  a  Harrow  ;  truth  is  fo, 
I  like't  it  well,  although  I  made  no  fhow  ; 
Vor  to  my  comfort  I  did  plainely  fee, 
That  he  hereafter  would  not  bookifh  be. 

Then  when  that  hauing  nought  at  home  to  doe, 
I  fometime  forc't  him  to  the  fchoole  to  goe, 
You  would  haue  grieu'd  in  heart  to  heare  him  whine  ; 
And  then  how  glad  he  was  to  keepe  the  fwine, 
I  yet  remember :  and  what  trickes  the  Mome 
Would  haue  inuented  to  but  flay  at  home, 
You  would  haue  wondred.     But  'tis  fuch  another, 
A  has  a  wit  in  all  the  world  likes  mother. 
Yet  once  a  month  although  it  greeues  him  than, 
Hee'l  looke  you  in  a  booke  doe  what  ye  can  : 
That  Mother,  Sifter,  Brother,  all  we  foure 
Can  fcarce  perfwade  him  from't  in  halfe  an  houre. 
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But  oft  I  thinke  he  does  it  more  of  fpight 
To  anger  vs,  then  any  true  delight : 
Vor  why  f  his  mother  thinkes  as  others  doe, 
(And  I  am  halfe  of  that  opinion  too) 
Although  a  little  learning  be  not  bad, 
Thofe  that  are  bookifh,  are  the  fooneft  mad. 
And  therefore,  fith  much  wit  makes  vooles  of  many, 
Chill  take  an  order,  mine  Jhall  ne're  haue  any. 
Byr  Lady,  you'r  the  wifer  (quoth  the  rejl) 
The  courfe  you  take,  in  our  conceit's  the  befb : 
Your  zonne  may  Hue  in  any  place  i'th  land 
By  his  induftrious  and  laborious  hand  ; 
Whilft  he  (but  that  his  Parents  are  his  flay) 
Hath  not  the  meanes  to  keepe  himfelfe  a  day. 
His  ftudy  to  our  fight  no  pleafure  giues, 
Nor  meanes,  nor  profit ;  and  thereby  he  Hues 
So  little  thing  the  better,  none  needes  doubt  it, 
He  might  haue  beene  a  happier  man  without  it : 
For  though  he  now  can  fpeake  a  little  better, 
It  is  not  words  you  know  will  free  the  debter. 

Thus  fome,  whofe  fpeeches  fhew  well  what  they  be, 
For  want  of  matter  fell  to  talke  of  me  : 
Of  whom,  though  fomething  they  haue  faid  be  true, 
Yet  fith,  in  fbeed  of  giuing  Art  her  due, 
They  haue  difgrac't  it.     Notwithftanding,  I 
Haue  not  the  knowledge  that  thefe  Dolts  enuy, 
Or  can  fo  much  without  incurring  blame, 
As  take  vnto  my  felfe  a  Schollers  name : 
Yet  now  my  reputation  here  to  faue, 
(Sith  I  muft  make  account  of  what  I  haue,) 
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I'le  let  you  know,  though  they  fo  lightly  deeme  it, 
What  game's  in  knowledge,  and  how  I  efteeme  it. 

As  often  as  I  call  to  minde  the  Blifs, 
That  in  my  little  Knowledge  heaped  is  ; 
The  many  comforts,  of  all  which  the  leaft 
More  ioyes  my  heart  than  can  be  well  expreft  : 
How  happy  then,  thinke  I,  are  they  whofe  foules 
More  wifedome  by  a  thoufand  part  inroules  ; 
Whofe  vnderftanding  harts  are  fo  diuine, 
They  can  perceiue  a  million  more  than  mine  ? 
Such  haue  content  indeed.     And  who  that's  Man, 
And  mould  know  reafon,  is  fo  fenfeleffe  than 
To  fpurne  at  Knowledge,  Art,  or  Learning,  when, 
That  onely  fhowes  they  are  the  race  of  Men  ? 
And  what  may  I  then  of  thofe  Peafants  deeme, 
Which  doe  of  wifedome  make  fo  fmall  efteeme  ; 
But  that,  indeed,  fuch  blockijli,  fenfeleffe  logs, 
Sprang  from  thofe  Clownes  Latona  turn'd  to  frogs  ? 
Alas  !  Suppofe-they  nothing  can  be  got 
By  precious  ftones,  'caufe  Swine  efteeme  them  not  ? 
Or  doe  they  thinke,  becaufe  they  cannot  vfe  it, 
That  thofe  that  may  haue  Knowledge,  will  refufe  it  ? 

Well,  if  their  mallow  coxcombes  can  containe 
A  reafon  when  'tis  told  them,  I'le  explaine 
How  that  fame  little  knowledge  I  haue  got, 
Much  pleafures  me,  (though  they  perceiue  it  not. 
For  fir  ft,  thereby  though  none  can  here  attaine 
For  to  renew  their  firft  eftate  againe,) 
A  part  reuiues  ( although  it  be  but  fmall) 
Of  that  I  loft  by  my  firft  Fathers  fall. 
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And  makes  me  Man  ;  which  was  before  fat  leaft) 

As  hapleffe,  if  not  more,  than  is  the  beaft, 

That  reafon  wants  :  for  his  condition  ftill, 

Remaines  according  to  his  Makers  will. 

They  neuer  dreame  of  that.     And  then  by  this, 

I  finde  what  godly y  and  what  euill  is  : 

That  knowing  both,  I  may  the  befb  enfue  ; 

And,  as  I  ought,  the  worfer  part  efchew. 

Then  I  haue  learnt  to  count  that  droffe  but  vaine, 

For  which  fuch  Boores  confume  themfelues  with  paine. 

I  can  endure  all  difcontentments,  croffes, 

Be  louiall  in  my  want,  and  fmile  at  loffes  ; 

Keepe  vnder  Pajfions,  flop  thofe  infurrec~tions, 

Rais'd  in  my  Microcofmus  by  affections, 

Be  nothing  grieued  for  Aduerfitie, 

Nor  ne're  the  prouder  for  Profperity. 

How  to  refpect  my  Friends,  I  partly  know, 

And  in  like  manner  how  to  vfe  my  Foe. 

I  can  fee  others  lay  their  Soules  to  pawne, 

Looke  vpon  Great-men,  arid  yet  fcorne  to  fawne ; 

Am  ftill  content  ;  and  dare,  whilft  God  giues  grace, 

E'ne  looke  my  grimmeft  fortunes  in  the  face. 

I  feare  mens  cenfures  as  the  char-coale  fparks, 

Or  as  I  doe  a  toothleffe  dog  that  barkes  ; 

The  one  frights  children,  th'other  threats  to  burne : 

But  fparkes  will  die,  and  brawling  curres  returne. 

Yea,  I  haue  learn't  that  ftill  my  care  fhall  be 

A  rum  for  him,  that  cares  a  ftraw  for  me. 

Now  what  wold  men  haue  more?  Are  thefe  no  pleafures; 

Or  doe  they  not  deferue  the  name  of  treafures  ? 

Sure 
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Sure  yes  ;  and  he  that  hath  good  learning  ftore, 
Shall  finde  thefe  in't,  befides  a  thoufand  more. 

O  /  but  our  C Jiuffs  thinke,  thefe  delights  but  courfe, 
If  we  compare  them  to  their  Hobby-horfe  : 
And  they  belieue  not  any  pleafure  can 
Make  them  fo  merry  as  Mayd-marian. 
Nor  is  the  Lawyer  prouder  of  his  fee, 
Than  thefe  will  of  a  Cuckooe  Lordfliip  bee  : 
Though  their  fweet  Ladies  make  them  father  that 
Some  other  at  their  W hit f 011- Ales  begat. 
But,  he  whofe  carriage  is  of  fo  good  note, 
To  be  thought  worthy  of  their  Lords  fooles  coat, 
That's  a  great  credit ;  for  becaufe  that  hee 
Is  euer  thought  the  wifeft  man  to  be. 
But,  as  there's  vertue  where  the  Diuel's  precifeft, 
So  there's  much  knowledge  where  a  foole's  the  wifeft. 

But  what  meane  I  ?  let  earth  content  thefe  Moles, 
And  their  high'ft  pleafure  be  their  Sommer-poles  ; 
Round  which,  I  leaue  their  Mafterfhips  to  dance, 
And  much  good  doo't  them,  with  their  ignorance. 
So  this  I  hope  will  well  enough  declare 
How  rude  thefe  vulgar  fort  of  people  are. 

But  hereupon  there's  fome  may  queftion  make, 
Whether  I  onely  for  the  vulgar  take 
Such  men  as  thefe.     To  whom  I  anfwer,  no  ; 
For  let  them  heereby  vnderftand  and  know, 
I  doe  not  meane  thefe  meaner  fort  alone, 
Tradefmen,  or  Labourers  ;  but  euery  one, 
Be  he  Efquire,  Knight,  Baron,  Earle,  or  more, 
For  if  he  haue  not  learn'd  of  Vertues  lore, 

But 
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But  followes  vulgar  Paffions  ;  then  e'ne  he, 

Amongft  the  vulgar  {hall  for  one  man  be  :  ( him, 

And  that  poore  Groome  whom  hee  thinks  fhould  adore 

Shall  for  his  vertue  be  preferd  before  him  : 

For  though  the  world  doth  fuch  men  much  defpife, 

They  feeme  moft  noble,  in  a  wife-mans  eyes. 

And  notwithstanding  fome  doe  nobleft  deeme 
Such  as  are  fprung  of  great  and  high  efteeme, 
And  thofe  to  whom  the  Country  doth  afford 
The  title  of  a  Marquis,  or  a  Lord, 
Though  'twere  atchieued  by  their  Fathers  merits, 
And  they  themfelues  men  but  of  dunghill  fpirits  ; 
Cowards,  or  Fooles  ;  (And  fuch  as  euer  be 
Prating  or  boafting  of  their  Pedigree) 
When  they  are  nothing  but  a  blot  or  fhame, 
Vnto  the  noble  houfe  from  whence  they  came : 
Yet  thefe  ( I  fay )  vnleffe  that  they  haue  wit, 
To  guide  the  Common-wealth,  as  it  is  fit 
They  fhould  ;  And  as  their  good  fore-fathers  did, 
How-ere  their  faults  may  feeme  by  Greatnes  hid, 
They  fhall  appeare  ;  And  that  poore  Yeomans  fonne, 
Whofe  proper  vertue  hath  true  honour  wonne, 
Preferred  be  ;  for  though  Nobilitie 
That  comes  by  birth,  hath  mofb  antiquity  ; 
And  though  the  greater  fort,  befooled,  fhall 
That  new-enobled  man  an  vpftart  call, 
Yet,  him  moft  honor  I,  whofe  Nobleneffe 
By  Vertiie  comes  ;  yea  fuch  mens  worthyneffe 
Moft  ancient  is.     For,  that  is  iuft  the  fame, 
By  which  all  Great  men  firft  obtained  their  Fame. 
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I  therefore  hope  'twill  not  offend  the  Court, 
That  I  count  fome  there  with  the  Vulgar  fort, 
And  out  fet  others  ;  though  fome  thinke  me  bold, 
That  this  opinion  I  prefume  to  hold. 

But  fhall  I  care  what  others  thinke  or  fay  ? 
There  is  a  path  befides  the  beaten  way  ; 
Yea  and  a  fafer.     For  heere's  Clirifts  Injlruclion, 
The  broadeft  way  leads  fooneft  to  Destruction. 
And  truly  no  opinions  deceiue 
Sooner  than  thofe,  the  Vulgar  fort  receiue  .- 
And  therefore,  he  that  would  indeed  be  wife, 
Muft  learne  their  rude  conditions  to  defpife, 
And  fhun  their  prefence  ;  for  we  haue  been  taught, 
D  if  cafes  in  a  prcffe  arc  quicklic  caught. 

Now  Satyr  leaue  them  till  another  time, 
And  fpare  to  fcourge  the  Vulgar  with  thy  Rime  : 
If  any  thinke  thou  haft  digreft  too  long, 
They  may  paffe  ouer  this,  and  doe  no  wrong. 

But  in  my  former  matter  to  proceed  ; 
Who  ( beeing  of  mans  Race)  is  fo  much  freed 
From  fickleneffe,  that  he  is  fure  to  find 
Himfclfe  to  morrow  in  that  very  mind 
Hee's  in  to  day  ?  though  he  not  onely  know 
No  reafon  wherefore  he  mould  not  be  fo  ; 
But  alfo  though  he  plainly  doe  perceiue 
Much  caufe  he  fhould  not  that  opinion  leaue. 
If  no  man  find  it  fo,  who  iuftly  can 
Be  forced  to  relye,  or  truft  in  Man  ; 
Whofe  thoughts  are  changing,  and  fo  oft  amiffe, 
That  by  himfelfe,  himfelfe  deceiued  is  ? 
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Who  is  fo  fottifh  as  to  build  Saluation 
On  fuch  a  feeble  tottering  foundation 
As  Man  ?     Who  is't  that  hauing  a  refpe<5l 
To  his  foules  fafety,  will  fo  much  negle<5l 
That  precious  affurance,  as  to  lay 
His  confidence  on  that  falfe  peece  of  clay, 
Which  beeing  fickle,  merits  farre  leffe  truft, 
Than  letters  written  in  the  fand  or  duft  ? 
Doe  they  not  fee  thofe  they  haue  foundefl  deem'd, 
And  for  their  conftantft  Writers  long  efteem'd, 
All  wauering  in  affertions  ?  yea,  but  looke, 
And  you  fhall  finde  in  one  and  the  fame  booke, 
Such  contradiction  in  Opinion, 
As  fhewes  their  thoughts  are  fcarce  at  Vnion. 

Where  finde  you  him  that  dares  be  abfolute, 
Or  alwaies  in  his  fayings  refolute  ? 
There's  none ;  I  by  mine  owne  experience  fpeake, 
Who  haue  a  feeling  that  we  men  are  weake : 
Whereon,  much  mufmg,  makes  me  inly  mourne, 
And  grieue  almoft  that  I  a  man  was  borne. 
(Yet  hereupon  I  doe  defire  that  no  man, 
Would  gather  that  I  long  to  be  a  woman. ) 

Alas  /  how  often  had  I  good  intendments 
And  with  my  whole  hart  vow'd  and  fwore  amendments ; 
Yea,  purpos'd  that,  wherein  I  once  thought  neuer 
Vncmftancy  fhould  let  me  to  perfeuer  f 
And  yet  for  all  my  purpofe  and  my  vow, 
I  am  oft  altered  ere  my  felfe  knowes  how. 

But  therefore,  fith  it  is  not  I  alone, 
Or  any  certaine  number  that  is  knowne, 
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To  be  vnftable  ;  but  e'ne  all  that  be  ; 

Sith  none  ( I  fay  )  is  from  this  frailty  free, 

Let  vs  confeffe  it  all,  and  all  implore 

Our  nere  repenting  God  that  euermore 

Remaines  the  fame,  we  may  be  (as  we  ought) 

More  certaine  both  in  ivord,  and  deed,  and  tliougJit : 

That  he  will  keepe  vs  from  Inconftancie, 

Yea,  from  all  damned,  lewd  Apoftacie ; 

And  howfoeuer  our  affe6lions  change 

And  we  in  flight  opinions  hap  to  range  ; 

Yet,  pray  his  Truth  in  vs  be  fo  ingraued, 

That,  biding  to  the  end,  we  may  be  faued. 
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OF  WEAKNES. 

SATYR.   3. 

BVt,  oh  looke  heere  ;  for  I  haue  furely  found 
The  maine  chiefe  roote,  the  very  fpring  and  ground 
Of  our  Inconftancie.     It  is  not  Chance 
That  fo  difables  our  perfeuerance ; 
But  a  bafe  Weakenejfe :  which  to  tearme  aright, 
Is  meerely  a  priuation  of  our  might, 
Or  a  detraction  from  that  little  power 
Which  Jhould  be  in  tJwfe  limbs  and  mindes  of  our. 
Wee  boafl  of  ftrength  ;  but  tell  me,  can  our  dayes 
Afford  a  Milo,  or  a  Hercules  ? 
Can  all  the  world  (and  that  is  large  enough ) 
A  match  for  Heflor  or  Achilles  fhow  ? 
Haue  we  a  Champion  ftrong  enough  to  wield 
His  Buckler?  or  Sir  Aiax  feauen-fold  Shield  ? 
I  thinke  we  haue  not :  (but  I  durfb  fo  grant, 
There  be  fome  liuing  mail  with  A  iax  vant.  ) 

Nay,  now  in  thefe  dayes  it  is  doubted  much, 
Whether  that  any  former  Age  had  fuch 
As  thefe  fore-nam'd  ;  but  indeed  our  faith 
Binds  vs  to  credit,  that  as  Scripture  faith  ; 
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There  was  a  Samfon,  who  could  fright  whole  hofts, 

And  rent  down  Azaths  barred  gates  and  pofts, 

Whofe  mighty  Armes  vnarm'd  could  bring  to  paffe, 

E'ne  with  the  rotten  law-bone  of  an  Affe, 

A  thoufands  ruine ;  and  yet  'twill  be  long 

E're  he  fhall  thereby  prooue  that  man  is  ftrong. 

For  firft,  the  ftrength  he  feem'd  to  haue,  was  known 

To  be  the  Spirit  of  God,  and  not  his  own  : 

And  then  his  proper  weaknes  did  appeare. 

When  after  his  braue  a6l  he  had  wel-neare 

Beene  dead  for  third,  whereas  if  he  in  fpight 

Of  Nature  had  been  able,  by  his  might 

Out  of  that  little  Bony-rocke  to  wring, 

To  quench  his  prefent  third,  fome  flowing  Spring, 

As  did  ajlrongcr  one  :  or  if  his  power 

Could  haue  compeld  the  melting  clouds  to  fhowre 

For  prefent  need,  fuch  plentious  drops  of  raine 

He  might  haue  had  no  Reafon  to  complaine, 

Or  craue  more  aide ;  Sure,  then  we  might  at  length, 

Suppofe  that  Men  had  in  themfelues  a  ftrength, 

But  nere  till  then.     He's  mighty  that  can  make 

The  Heauens,  Earth,  and  Hell,  with's  breath  to  fhake, 

That  in  his  Spheare  the  Suns  fwift  courfe  can  flop, 

And  Atlas  with  his  burthen  vnder-prop. 

He  that  with  eafe  this  maffie  Globe  can  rowle, 

And  wrap  vp  Heauen  like  a  parchment  fcrowle ; 

He  that  for  no  Difeafe  or  Paine  will  droope, 

Nor  vnto  any  plague  Infernall  ftoope  : 

He  that  can  Meat,  and  Drinke,  and  Sleepe  refraine, 

Or  hath  the  power  to  Die,  and  Rife  againe. 
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Hee's  ftrong  indeed  ;  but  he  that  can  but  teare 

Or  rent  in  two  a  Lion  or  a  Beare, 

Or  doe  fome  fuch  like  a6l,  and  then  goe  lie 

Himfelfe  ore-come  by  fome  infirmitie, 

How-ere  with  vants  he  feemes  his  deedes  to  grace, 

He  is  both  miferable,  weake,  and  bafe. 

What  Creature  is  there  borne  fo  weake  as  Man, 
And  fo  vnable  ?  tell  me,  he  that  can. 
Or  (if  that  they  could  numbred  be  by  any ) 
Count  his  difeafes,  and  what  hath  fo  many  ? 
Or  elfe  what  Creature  is  there,  if  he  be 
In  bone  and  fleih  of  the  fame  quantity, 
So  fraile  as  Man  ?  or  that  can  worfe  fuftaine 
Hunger,  or  thirft,  or  cold,  or  heate,  or  paine  ? 
Sure  none ;  and  yet  in  Hifbories  we  finde, 
Till  Lttxuriehad  weakened  thus  mankinde, 
They  were  much  ftronger  ;  could  endure  the  heat, 
Trauell  a  long  time  without  drinke  or  meat : 
And  their  beft  daintie  was  no  coftlier  thing, 
Than  a  wilde  roote,  or  water  from  the  fpring. 
With  which  fmall  commons  Nature  was  content ; 
Yea,  in  our  Climate,  people  naked  went ; 
And  yet  no  queftion  felt  as  little  cold, 
As  we,  wrapt  vp  in  halfe  a  dozen  fold. 
They  had  no  waft-coats  ;  night-caps  for  their  heads, 
Nor  downy  pillowes,  nor  foft  feather-beds  : 
They  fcornd  as  much,  to  haue  fuch  things  about  them, 
As  we  in  this  Age  fcorne  to  be  without  them. 
Their  heads  fome  ftone  bare  vp  :  their  brawny  fides, 
With  eafe  the  hardneffe  of  the  earth  abides. 
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Gluttonous  fare  that  fo  the  palat  pleafes, 

Nere  fild  their  bodies  full  of  foule  difeafes  ; 

Nor  any  pleafmg  liquors  with  exceffe, 

Made  them  grow  weake  through  beaftly  drunkenneffe. 

No  luft-prouoking  meats  made  them  vnchafte, 

Nor  vnto  carnall  copulation  hafte. 

For  I  am  in  the  minde  they  nere  requir'd  it, 

Till  Nature,  come  to  her  full  ftrength,  defir'd  it : 

And  that  is  it  alone  which  made  them  be 

More  ftout,  more  ftrong,  and  brauer  men  then  we. 

It  was  a  noble  care  in  them  indeed.     But  how 

Are  we  become  fuch  Dwarfes  and  Pigmies  now  ? 

How  are  our  limbes  fo  weake  and  feeble  growne  f 

I  thinke  I  need  not  tell  it,  'tis  well  knowne  ; 

Nice  tender  breeding,  which  we  well  might  fpare, 

Much  drunkenneffe,  and  our  luxurious  fare  ? 

Which  addes  not  ftrength,  as  fome  doe  vainely  fay, 

But  rather  takes  both  ftrength  and  health  away. 

Yet  chiefly  this  fame  imbccillity, 

Comes  by  too  foone  and  frequent  vencry. 

A  beardleffe  Boy  now  cannot  keepe  his  bed, 
Vnleffe  that  he  be  of  his  Night-geere  fped, 
And  many  Giglets  I  haue  married  feene, 
Ere  they  (forfoothj  could  reach  elcucnteene. 
Nay  'tis  no  wonder  we  are  growne  fo  weake, 
For  now  they'r  matching  brats  ere  they  can  fpeake  ; 
And  though  we  yet  fay  that  the  men  are  ftronger, 
Yet  he  (\  thinke)  that  hues  but  fo  much  longer, 
The  reuolution  of  an  Age  to  fee, 
Will  fay  that  men  the  weaker  veffels  be. 
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But  now  our  ftrength  of  body,  which  indeed, 
Deferues  no  more  refpect  then  doth  a  Reed, 
Is  not  the  ftrength  of  which  I  meant  to  fpeake, 
For  we  are  yet  another  way  too  weake. 
Our  minds  haue  loft  their  Magnanimity, 
And  are  fo  feeble  through  infirmitie ; 
That  either  to  be  refolute  we  care  not, 
Or  elfe  becaufe  of  fome  bakfeare  we  dare  not. 

Where  can  we  almoft  finde  a  man  fo  hardy, 
Who  through  his  weaknes  is  not  fometime  tardy 
To  fpeake  the  truth  ?  or  to  declare  his  minde, 
Though  he  doe  many  iuft  occafions  finde  ? 
Hee'l  winke  at's  friends  offence,  and  paffe  it  blindly, 
Left  (peraduenturej  he  fhould  take't  vnkindly. 
And  if  it  be  a  Great  man  that  offends, 
Shew  me  but  him  that  boldly  reprehends, 
And  He  admire  him.     Nay,  wee'l  rather  now 
Bend  our  endeauour,  and  our  ftudy  how 
To  footh  and  fawne  ;  or  to  their  lewdnes  tell 
That  all  they  doe  (be't  ne're  fo  bad)  is  well. 
Their  very  lookes  and  prefence  we  fo  feare, 
As  if  that  they  fome  monftrous  Cyclops  were  ; 
Which  makes  them  worfe.     But  howfoere  they  trufb 
Vnto  their  might,  He  tell  them  (for  I  muftj 
Although  they  threaten,  and  can  flanders  make 
Of  iuft  reproofes,  my  heart  fhall  neuer  quake 
T'informe  their  Honors,  thus  'tis  cenfur'd  by  men, 
If  they  be  Great-ones,  Tanto  mains  crimen  : 

One  knowes  the  Truth,  but  dares  not  to  defend  it, 
Becaufe  he  heares  another  difcommend  it ; 
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Yea  diuers  follow  Vertues  wayes  but  coldly, 
Becaufe  they  dare  not  doe  a  good  thing  boldly  : 
And  doe  we  not  perceiue  that  many  a  man 
Fearing  to  be  entitled  Puritan, 
Simply  neglects  the  meanes  of  his  faluation, 
Much  hazarding  thereby  his  Soules  damnation  ? 

Some  cannot  well  enduer  this  or  that  ; 
Others  diftemperd  with  I  know  not  what 
Shew  an  exceeding  frailty  :  Few  can  brooke 
With  any  patience,  that  men  fhould  looke 
Into  their  actions  ;  and  though  they  fhould  loue  them, 
They  rather  hate  them  for't  that  doe  reprooue  them. 

Is  there  a  man  fo  ftrong,  that  he  forbeares 
Choller  or  Enuy,  when  by  chance  he  hcares 
Himfclfe  reuil'd,  reproached  and  difgrac't  ? 
If  there  be  fuch  a  one,  he  fhall  be  plac't 
Amongft  the  Worthies,  with  the  formoft  three 
For  in  my  iudgement  none  more  worthy  be 
To  haue  renowne  for  ftrength,  than  thofe  that  can 
On  their  rebellious  Paffions  play  the  man. 

This  Weaknes  I  doe  alfo  finde  in  men, 
They  know  not  their  owne  happineffe  till  then 
When  they  haue  loft  it :  And  they  doe  cftecme 
Men  for  their  Wealth,  and  doe  them  bleffed  deeme 
That  are  moft  Rich  ;  fuppofing  no  man  more 
Accurfed  or  vnhappy  than  the  poore. 

Some  bafely  doe  condemn  each  ftrange  report 
To  be  vntrue,  becaufe  it  doth  not  fort 
With  their  weake  reafons.     Some  againe  will  be 
Aftonifhed  at  euery  nouelty  : 
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But  too  much  wondring  doth  difcouer  plaine, 
Where  ignorance  and  frailtie  doth  remaine. 

Is  it  not  Weakenes,  when  fome  petty  loffes, 
Some  hinderance  in  preferment,  or  fuch  croffes, 
Shall  make  men  grieue  ?     Is  it  not  weaknes,  when 
Aduerfity  fhall  fo  difquiet  men, 
That  they  fhould  not  with  patience  fuftaine, 
Or  vnder-goe  a  little  croffe  and  paine  ? 
Yes  queftionleffe  it  is  ;  for  were  they  ftrong, 
They  would  fo  arme  themfelues  gainft  griefe  &  wrong. 
That  no  difaftrous  or  ill  hap  fhould  fright  them, 
Though  Fortune  did  the  worft  fhe  can  to  flight  them  : 
Nor  would  they  thofe,  as  the  vnworthiefb  deeme, 
To  whom  Dame  Fortune  doth  moft  froward  feeme ; 
But  rather  fuch  as  all  their  life -time  be 
In  quiet  ftate,  and  from  difturbance  free  : 
For  fhe  oft  giues  what  their  bafe  longing  craues, 
Becaufe  fhe  fcornes  to  vexe  deie<5led  flaues. 

I  haue  knowne  braue-men,  braue  at  leaft  in  fhow 
(And  in  this  Age  now  that  is  braue  enow) 
That  in  appearance  for  braue  Champions  part, 
And  yet  haue  bafely  yeelded  at  the  laft. 

Befides,  there's  many  who  thought  fcorne  to  droope 
By  Fortunes  power,  haue  beene  made  to  ftoope, 
And  with  difcredit  fhamefully  left  vndone 
What  they  with  honour  at  the  firft  begun  : 
And  their  weake  hearts  (which  frailty  I  much  hate,) 
Deie6led,  haue  growne  bafe  with  their  eftate  : 
Whereas  (me  thinkes)  the  minde  fhould  neuer  be 
Subie6l  to  Fortunes  frownes  nor  tyrannic. 
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But  heere,  through  ivcakcncs,  fome  offence  may  take, 
That  I  of  Fortune  fhould  recitall  make : 
For  they  by  Fortune  fay  there's  nothing  done  ; 
But  all  things  are  both  ended  and  begun 
By  Gods  appointment.     I  confeffe  indeed 
That  he  knowes  all,  and  all  hath  fore-decreed. 
In  the  refpecl  of  whom,  I  cannot  fay 
Ought  comes  by  Chance  :  refpe6ling  vs,  I  may. 

So  they  are  anf\ver'd  :  But  how  can  men  be 
So  ouer-borne  with  this  infirmitie  ; 
As  thofe  who  are  in  eu'ry  matter  led 
By  Parafites  and  Apes  :    Where  is  their  head? 
I  meane  their  will,  their  reafon,  and  their  fenfe  ? 
What  is  become  of  their  intelligence  ? 
How  ift  that  they  haue  fuch  a  partiall  eare, 
They  can  iudge  nothing  true,  but  what  they  heare 
Come  from  the  tongue  of  fome  flie  Sycophant : 
But  for  becaufe  they  ftrength  of  iudgement  want  ? 

Thofe  that  themfelues  to  Flatteries  inure, 
I  haue  perceiued  bafely  to  endure 
Too  plainely  to  be  foothed,  mockt,  and  flouted, 
Made  coxcombs  to  their  faces  ;  yet  not  doubted 
That  they  were  highly  reuerenc't,  refpected, 
And  by  thofe  fawning  Parafites  affected. 
And  why  forfooth  ?  they  often  here  them  prate 
In  commendation  of  their  happy  ftate  : 
Yes,  and  they  tell  them  that  they  vertuous  be, 
Wife,  courteous,  ftrong,  and  beautifull  to  fee  / 
When  if  the  eye  of  reafon  were  not  lockt, 
They  plainly  might  perceiue  that  they  were  mockt. 
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For  what  is't  elfe,  when  they  are  prais'd  for  many 
Goodly  conditions,  that  had  neuer  any  ? 

This  frailty  alfo  merits  to  be  blam'd, 
When  fearfull  of  reproach  we  are  afham'd 
Our  Ignorance  in  thofe  things  to  explaine, 
Wherein  'twere  fit  more  knowledge  to  attaine. 
'Tis  weaknes  alfo,  when  a  Bargained  bought, 
Then  to  difpraife  the  penniworth,  as  nought, 
And  tell  what  might  haue  been,  or  fondly  prate 
Of  counfell,  when  he  fees  it  is  too  late. 

Nor  is  it  any  leffe,  to  feeke  to  ftay 
Him  that  we  know  doth  haften  on  his  way  ; 
Or  be  importunate  for  that  which  will 
Be  nothing  for  our  good,  yet  others  ill. 
Alfo  to  be  afifraide  for  to  gaine-fay 
What  men  doe  know  vntrue  :  or  to  delay 
The  right  of  any  matter  to  declare  ; 
Becaufe  they  feare  they  vnbeleeued  are  : 
For  notwithftanding  Truth  doth  oft  bring  blame, 
It  may  be  freely  fpoken  without  fhame. 

Diuers  more  wayes,  of  which  I  needs  muft  fpeak, 
There's  many  men  doe  mew  themfelues  but  weake. 
In  fome  but  lately  I  obferued  this, 
And  muft  needs  fay,  their  nature  euill  is ; 
If  friends  to  them  haue  any  kindneffe  fhowne, 
Or  entertainments  willingly  beftowne, 
That  they  confeffe  they  are  indebted  for  it : 
Yet  fuch  is  their  condition  (I  abhor  it) 
If  then  thofe  friends  doe  hap  to  take  the  paine, 
To  come  fometime  and  vifite  them  againe 
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In  meere  good  will,  becaufe  thefe  great  ones  fee 
They  cannot  then  fo  well  prouidcd  be 
To  bid  them  welcome  as  their  loues  require, 
(Though  more  than  loue,  their  loues  did  nere  defire) 
A  foolifh  fhame  fo  blinds  them,  that  they  fhall 
(For  giuing  them  too  much)  haue  nought  at  all  : 
Yea,  for  becaufe  they  want  exceffiue  fare, 
Or  fome  fuch  things,  for  which  their  friends  nere  care, 
(Though  by  their  will  it  othenvife  had  been) 
They  neither  will  be  knowne  at  home,  nor  fecne  : 
Which  doth  not  onely  fliew  impiety, 
But  hindereth  loue,  and  barres  focietie. 

Yet  now  the  greateft  weakeneffe  that  I  finde 
To  be  in  man,  is  ignorance  of  minde  : 
It  makes  a  poore  man  he's  fcarce  good  for  ought ; 
If  rich  men  haue  it,  they  are  worfe  then  nought. 
For  hauing  riches  ftore,  and  wanting  might 
Or  ftrength  of  mind  to  vfe  the  fame  aright, 
'Tis  Arogancies  and  Ambitions  fuell, 
It  makes  them  Couetous,  Inconftant,  Cruell, 
Intemperate,  Vniuft,  and  wondrous  heady  ; 
Yea,  in  their  actions  rude,  and  fo  vnfteady 
They  cannot  follow  any  found  direction, 
But  are  ftill  carried  with  a  wild  affection : 
This  is  their  nature  ;  ( It  is  quickely  noted) 
If  they  to  honour  be  by  hap  promoted, 
Then  they  grow  infolent  beyond  all  reafon, 
Apt  for  Ambition,  Quarrels,  Murthers,  Treafon  ; 
Or  any  villanie  that  followes  thofe 
Who  doe  the  fumme  of  happineffe  repofe 
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In  worldly  glory.     But  if  Fortune  frowne, 

And  from  her  fickle  wheele  once  caft  them  downe ; 

Then  their  defected  hearts  againe  grow  bafe, 

They  are  impatient  of  their  prefent  cafe, 

Raue  or  run  mad,  and  can  doe  naught  poore  Elues, 

Vnleffe  it  be  goe  hang  or  drowne  themfelues. 

Moreouer,  the  fame  weakeneffe  that  proceeds 
From  ignorance,  this  mifchiefe  alfo  breedes ; 
It  makes  men  well-conceited  of  their  will, 
Which  they  will  follow,  be  it  ne're  fo  ill : 
And  they  thinke  all  things  needs  muft  fall  out  bad, 
Wherein  their  wife  aduife  may  not  be  had. 
But  heere's  the  hell :  to  them  all  counfell's  vaine, 
Caufe  they  all  others  wifedome  doe  difdaine, 
And  wholly  on  their  owne  deuifes  reft ; 
As  men  perfwaded  that  their  owne  are  beft. 

But,  as  all  fuch  are  weake,  e'ne  fo  I  fay 
Is  euery  one  that  rafhly  doth  repay 
Vengeance  in  anger  :  Or  that's  male-content 
Oft,  or  oft  mooued  and  impatient ; 
Or  thofe  that  iudge  of  counfels  by  th'euent ; 
Or  that  perfwade  themfelues,  if  their  intent 
Be  good  and  honeft,  that  it  doth  not  skill 
Although  the  matter  of  it  felfe  be  ill ; 
Which  were  it  true,  then  Dauid  might  complaine, 
Thar  Vzzah  for  his  good  intent  was  flaine. 

Others  againe,  thinke  Superfluous  Rites 
To  be  the  feruice  wherein  God  delights  : 
But  fith  I'me  forc't  my  mind  of  them  to  fpeake, 
I  muft  needs  fay  their  iudgements  are  but  weake. 
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The  like  I  muft  of  them  who  dif-efteeme 
All  former  cuftoms,  and  doe  onely  deeme 
Their  own  praife-worthy :  As  alfo  fuch  as  do 
Thinke  thofe  things  beft  they  cannot  reach  vnto  ; 
Yet  in  the  Vulgar  this  weake  humor's  bred  : 
They'l  fooner  be  with  idle  cuftoms  led, 
Or  fond  opinions  (fuch  as  they  haue  fhore ) 
Than  learne  of  reafon,  or  of  Vertues  lore. 

We  thinke  that  we  are  ftrong  ;  but  what  alas 
Is  there  that  our  great  might  can  bring  to  paffe  ? 
Sith  though  we  thereto  bend  e'ene  all  our  will, 
We  neither  can  be  good  nor  wholly  ill. 
God  giues  vs  needfull  bleffings  for  to  vfe  them, 
Which  wanting  power  to  doe,  we  oft  abufe  them. 

Some  hold  them  wife  and  vertuous  that  poffeffe 
An  Heremitall  folitarineffe  : 
But  it  proceeds  from  Imbicility ; 
And  for  becaufe,  through  Non-ability ', 
Thofe  things  they  cannot  well  endure  to  do, 
Which  they  indeed  fhould  be  iniur'd  vnto  : 
Befides  they  wrong  their  Country  and  their  Friends  ; 
For  Man  ffaith  Tullys)  borne  to  other  ends 
Than  for  to  pleafe  himfelfe  :  A  part  to  haue 
The  Common-weale  doth  looke,  and  Parents  craue 
A  part ;  fo  doe  his  friends.     Then  deales  he  well, 
That  clofely  mew'd  vp  in  a  careleffe  Cell 
Keepes  all  himfelfe  ?  and  for  a  little  eafe, 
Can  in  his  confcience  finde  to  rob  all  thefe  ? 
I  fay  hee's  weake,  and  fo  againe  I  muft ; 
But  adde  withall,  hee's  flothfull  and  vniuft. 
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Then,  as  hee's  vaine  that  precious  time  doth  fpefid 
In  fond  and  idle  pleafure,  to  no  end : 
So  are  thofe  weake,  that  with  contempt  difdaine 
All  pleafure  and  delight  on  earth,  as  vaine ; 
And  though  they  would  be  zealous  thought,  and  wife, 
I  fhall  but  count  them  foolifhly  precife  : 
For  man  hath  cares,  and  pleafures  mixt  with-all 
Are  needfull :  yea,  both  iuft  and  naturall. 
We  are  no  Angels,  that  our  recreation 
Confift  fhould  onely  in  meere  contemplation  : 
But  we  haue  bodies  too,  of  whofe  due  pleafure, 
The  Soules  muft  find  fometimes  to  be  at  leafure, 
For  to  participate.     But  in  this  kinde, 
Though  fome  find  fault,  we  are  not  much  behind. 

Then  'tis  through  humane  weaknes,  when  that  we 
Of  a  good  turne  will  foone  forgetfull  be ; 
And  readier  to  reuenge  a  fmall  offence, 
Than  for  that  good  to  make  a  recompence. 
And  fo  'tis  alfo  when  that  we  efchew, 
Or  fliun  them,  vnto  whom  from  vs  is  due 
Both  loue  and  money  :  this,  becaufe  their  owne  ; 
Th'other,  'caufe  friendfhip  at  our  need  was  fhowne. 
But  'tis  well  feene,  there's  many  fo  abhor 
To  be  in  prefence  with  their  Creditor, 
That  (thankleffe  Eluesj  though  he  be  ftill  their  friend, 
They  rather  would  defire  to  fee  his  end. 

Hee's  weake  too,  that's  not  able  to  withftand 
Any  vnlawfull  or  vniuft  demaund  : 
As  well  as  he  that  knowes  not  to  denie 
Seruing-mens  kindneffe,  or  Pot-curte/ie. 
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Some  fimple  fellowes,  'caufe  that  Silken-fooles 
(Who  had  their  bringing  vp  in  BaccJius  fchoolesj 
In  fhew  of  loue,  but  daigne  to  drinke  vnto  them, 
Thinke  prefently  they  fuch  a  fauour  do  them, 
That  though  they  feele  their  ftomacke  wel-nigh  Tick, 
Yet  if  to  pledge  thefe  kind-ones  they  fhould  flick, 
Or  for  a  draught  or  two,  or  three  refufe  them, 
They  think  in  confcience  they  fhould  much  abufe  them. 

Nay,  there  be  fome,  and  wife  men  you  would  thinke, 
That  are  not  able  to  refufe  their  drinke. 
Through  this  their  weaknes  ;  though  that  they  be  fure, 
'Tis  more  than  their  weake  ftomacks  can  endure. 
And  why  ?     Oh  'tis  the  health  of  fome  great  Peere, 
His  Mafters,  or  his  Friends  he  counteth  deere. 
What  then  ?     If  fo  the  party  vertuous  be, 
Hee'l  not  efteeme  of  fuch  a  foolery  ; 
If  not,  who  er't  be,  this  is  my  mind  ftill, 
A  ftraw  for's  loue,  his  friendfliip,  or  good-will. 

Some  mufe  to  fee  thofe  that  haue  knowledge  gain'd, 
And  to  Degrees  of  Art  in  Schooles  attain'd, 
Should  haue  opinions  ftuft  with  herefie, 
And  in  their  actions  fuch  fimplicity 
As  many  haue.     At  firfl,  without  a  paufc, 
As  meere  a  Boy  as  I,  may  tell  the  caufe  : 
Is't  not  the  reafon,  their  acquired  parts 
And  knowledge  they  haue  reacht  vnto  by  Arts, 
Is  grown  a  match  too  great,  and  farre  vnfit 
For  to  be  ioyned  with  their  naturall  wit  ? 
Tis  fo  :  and  they  infteed  of  rightfull  vfmg, 
Draw  from  their  learning,  errors,  by  abufing. 

Plaine 


283 


256 

Lib.  2.  WEAK  NE  S.  Satyr.  3. 

Plaine  Reafon  fhewes,  and  euery  man  that's  wife 
Knowes,  though  that  Learning  be  a  dainty  prize, 
Yet  if  that  Fate  with  fuch  a  weakling  place  it, 
Who  hath  no  helps  of  Nature  for  to  grace  it, 
Or  one  whofe  proper  knowledge  is  fo  fmall 
Hee  is  beholding  to  his  Booke  for  all ; 
It  onely  breeds  (vnleffe  it  be  fome  Treafons) 
Crippled-Opinions,  and  prodigious  Reafons  : 
Which  beeing  fauour'd,  bring,  in  the  Conclufion 
Publique  Diffenfions,  or  their  owne  Confufion. 

For  I  may  liken  Learning  to  a  Shield, 
With  a  ftrong  Armour  lying  in  a  Field, 
Ready  for  any  man  that  hath  the  wit 
To  take  it  vp  and  arme  himfelfe  with  it. 
Now,  if  he  be  a  man  of  ftrength  and  might, 
That  happens  on  that  furniture  to  light, 
He  may  doe  wonders  ;  As  offend  his  foe, 
And  keepe  himfelfe  and  his  from  ouerthrow : 
But,  if  a  weake  and  feeble  man  fhould  take 
Thefe  inftruments  of  Mars,  what  would  they  make 
For  his  aduantage  ?    Surely  I  fhould  gather 
They  would  goe  neere  to  ouerthrow  him  rather  : 
For  they  would  load  him  fo,  a  man  more  ftrong 
Although  he  be  vnarm'd,  may  doe  him  wrong. 
So  he  that  is  depriu'd  of  Natures  gifts, 
With  all  his  Learning,  maketh  harder  fhifts 
Through  his  own  weakneffe,  and  incurs  more  fhames, 
Than  many  that  want  Art  to  write  their  Names. 

We  haue  fome  fellowes  that  would  fcorne  to  be 
Tearm'd  Weake  I  know,  efpecially  by  me, 
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Becaufe  they  fee  that  my  vngentle  Fate, 

Allow'd  me  not  to  be  a  Graduate ; 

Yet  whatfoeuer  they  will  fay  vnto  it, 

For  all  their  fcorning  I  am  like  to  doe  it. 

And  to  be  briefe,  they  are  no  fimple  fooles, 

But  fuch  as  haue  yauld  Ergo  in  the  Schooles, 

Who  being  by  fome  men  of  Worfhip  thought, 

Fit  men  by  whom  their  children  may  be  taught, 

And  learn'd  enough,  for  that  they  are  allowd 

The  name  of  Teachers  ;  whereof  growing  proud, 

Becaufe  (perhaps)  they  heare  that  now  and  then 

They  are  admir'd  at  by  the  Seruing-men  ; 

Or  elfe  by  reafon  fome  thing  they  haue  faid, 

Hath  beene  applauded  by  the  Chamber-maid  ; 

They  thereupon  fuppofe  that  no  man  may 

Hold  any  thing  for  truth  but  what  they  fay : 

And  in  difcourfe  their  tongues  fo  much  will  walke, 

You  may  not  heare  a  man  of  reafon  talke  ; 

They  are  halfe  Preachers,  if  your  queftion  be 

Of  matters  that  concerne  Diuinitie. 

If  it  be  Law  ;  He  warrant  they'l  out-face 

A  dozen  Ploy  dens  to  maintaine  their  cafe  : 

But  if  it  be  of  Phyfick  you  contend, 

Old  Galen  and  Hypocratcs  may  fend 

For  their  opinion  ;  nay,  they  dare  profeffe 

Knowledge  in  all  things,  though  there's  none  know  leffe : 

Now  I  mould  wonder  they  preuail'd  fo  much 

Did  not  the  Common-people  fauour  fuch  ; 

But  they  are  known  although  their  verdit  paffes, 

Proud  DogmatiftS)  and  felfe-conceitcd  Affes  ; 
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Whom  I  may  tearm  (though  I  cannot  out-fcould  them) 
Weake  fimple  fooles,  &  thofe  that  doe  vphold  them. 

Moreouer,  fome  (but  foolifhly  precife, 
And  in  my  Judgement,  far  more  weake  than  wife ) 
Mifiudge  of  Poetry,  &$>  if  the  fame 
Did  worthily  deferue  reproach  and  blame : 
If  any  Booke  in  verfe  they  hap  to  fpy, 
Oh,  out  vporit,  away,  prophane,  they  cry  ; 
Burnt,  read  it  not,  forfure  it  doth  containe 
Nothing  but  fables  of  a  lying  braine ; 
All-affe  take  heed,  indeed  it  oft  pollutes 
The  out-fide  of  thy  falfe-vain  glorious-futes  : 
And  to  the  blinded  people  makes  it  plaine, 
The  colour  thou  fo  counterfet'ft  will  ftaine. 

Becaufe  we  fee  that  men  are  drunke  with  Wine, 
Shall  we  contemne  the  liquor  of  the  Vine  ? 
And  fith  there's  fome  that  doe  this  Art  mifvfe, 
Wilt  therefore  thou  the  Art  it  felfe  abufe  ? 
'Twere  meere  iniuftice  :  For  Diuinitie 
Hath  with  no  Science  more  affinitie 
Than  this  ;  and  howfoere  this  fcruple  rofe, 
Rime  hath  expreft  as  facred  things  as  Profe  ; 
When  both  in  this  Age,  and  in  former  time, 
Profe  hath  bin  ten-times  more  profane  than  Rime. 

But  they  fay  ftill  that  Poetry  is  lies 
And  fables  ;  fuch  as  idle  heads  deuife  ; 
Made  to  pleafe  fooles  :  but  now  we  may  by  this 
Perceiue  their  weaknes  plainly  what  it  is  : 
Yea,  this  both  weake  and  ignorant  doth  proue  them, 
In  that  they'l  cenfure  things  that  are  aboue  them  : 
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For  if  that  worthy  Poets  did  not  teach 

A  way  beyond  their  dull  conceited  reach, 

I  thinke  their  fhallow  wifedomes  would  efpy, 

A  Parable  did  differ  from  a  Lie. 

Yea,  if  their  Judgement  be  not  quite  bereft ; 

Or  if  that  they  had  any  reafon  left, 

The  precious  Truths  within  their  fables  wrapt, 

Had  not  vpon  fo  rude  a  cenfure  hapt. 

But  though  that  kind  of  teaching  fome  difpraife, 
As  there's  few  good  things  lik't  of  now  adaies  : 
Yet  I  dare  fay,  becaufe  the  Scriptures  fhow  it, 
The  beft  ere  taught  on  earth,  taught  like  a  Poet : 
And  whereas  Poets  now  are  counted  bafe, 
And  in  this  worthlcffe  Age  in  much  difgrace ; 
I  of  the  caufe  cannot  refraine  to  fpeake ; 
And  this  it  is  :  Mens  Judgements  are  grown  weake, 
They  know  not  true  defert ;  for  if  they  did 
Their  wel-deferuings,  could  not  fo  be  hid. 

And  fure  if  there  be  any  doth  defpife 
Such  as  they  are  ;  it  is  caufe  he  enuies 
Their  worthineffe  ;  and  is  a  fecret  foe 
To  euery  one  that  truely  learnes  to  know  : 
For,  of  all  forts  of  men  here's  my  beliefe, 
The  Poet  is  mofb  worthy,  and  the  chiefe  : 
His  Science  is  the  abfolut'ft  and  beft, 
And  deferues  honour  aboue  all  the  reft ; 
For  tis  no  humane  knowledge  gain'd  by  Art, 
But  rather  tis  infpir'd  into  the  heart 
By  Dinine  meanes ;  and  I  doe  mufe  men  dare 
Twixt  it  and  their  profeffions  make  compare. 
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For  why  fhould  he  that's  but  Philofopher, 

Geometrician,  or  Aftrologer, 

Phyfician,  Lawyer,  Rhetorician, 

Hiftorian,  Arithmetician, 

Or  fome  fuch  like  ;  why  fhould  he  (hauing  found 

The  meanes  but  by  one  Art  to  be  renown'd) 

Compare  with  him  that  claimes  to  haue  a  part 

And  intereft  almoft  in  euery  Art  ? 

And  if  that  men  may  adde  vnto  their  name, 

By  one  of  thefe,  an  euerlafting  fame, 

How  much  more  fhould  it  vnto  them  befall, 

That  haue  not  onely  one  of  thefe,  but  all, 

As  Poets  haue  ?     For  doe  but  fearch  their  Works, 

And  you  fhall  finde  within  their  writing  lurks 

All  knowledge  :  If  they  vndertake 

Of  Diuine  matters  any  fpeech  to  make, 

You'l  thinke  them  Do&ors.     If  they  need  to  tell 

The  courfe  of  Starres,  they  feeme  for  to  excell 

Great  Ptolomey  ;  Intend  they  to  perfwade, 

You'l  thinke  that  they  were  Rhetoricians  made. 

What  Law,  what  Phyjicke,  or  what  Hiftory, 
Can  thefe  not  treat  off  Nay,  what  Myfterie 
Are  they  not  learn'd  in  ?     If  of  Trades  they  write, 
Haue  they  not  all  their  tearms  and  words  as  right 
As  if  they  had  feru'd  an  Apprentifhip  ? 
Can  they  not  name  all  Tooles  for  workmanfhip  ? 
We  fee  tis  true.     If  once  he  treat  of  Warres, 
Of  cruell  bloudy  frayes,  of  wounds,  of  fcarres. 
Why  then  he  fpeakes  fo  like  a  Souldier  there, 
That  he  hath  been  begot  in  armes  thou'lt  fweare. 
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Againe,  he  writes  fo  like  a  Nauigator, 

As  if  he  had  feru'd  Neptune  in  the  water  ; 

And  thou  wouldft  thinke  he  might  of  trauell  make 

As  great  a  volumne,  as  our  famous  Drake. 

Old  Proteus,  and  Vertumnus  are  but  Apes, 

Compar'd  to  thefe,  for  fhifting  of  their  fhapes  ; 

There  is  no  humorous  Paffion  fo  ftrange, 

To  which  they  cannot  in  a  moment  change  : 

Note  but  their  Dramatickcs,  and  you  fliall  fee 

They'l  fpeake  for  euery  fex,  for  each  degree, 

And  in  all  caufes  ;  as  if  they  had  beene 

In  euery  thing,  or  at  leaft  all  things  feene. 

If  need  be  they  can  like  a  Lawyer  prate, 

Or  talke  more  grauely  like  a  man  of  State  ; 

They'l  haue  a  Tradfemans  tongue  to  praife  their  ware, 

And  counterfeit  him  right  (but  they'le  not  fwearc.) 

The  curiouft  Phyficians  (if  they  pleafej 

Shall  not  coyne  words  to  giue  their  Patient  cafe, 

So  well  as  they  ;  And  if  occafion  vrge, 

They'l  Choller,  yea  and  Melancholy  purge, 

Onely  with  charmes  and  words  ;  and  yet  it  fhall 

Be  honeft  meanes,  and  meerely  naturall : 

Are  they  difpos'd  to  goffip't  like  a  Woman, 

They'l  fhew  their  tricks  fo  right,  that  almoft  no  man 

But  would  fo  thinke  them  :  Virgins  that  are  pureft, 

And  Matrons  that  make  fhew  to  be  demureft, 

Speake  not  fo  like  chafte  Cynthia  as  they  can, 

Nor  Newbery  fo  like  a  Curtezan. 

They'l  giue  words  either  fitting  for  a  Clowne  ; 

Or  fuch  as  fhall  not  vnbefeeme  a  Crowne. 
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In  fliew  they  will  be  chollericke,  ambitious, 

Defperate,  iealous,  mad,  or  enuious  ; 

In  forrow,  or  in  any  Paffion  be  ; 

But  yet  remaine  ftill,  from  all  Paffions  free  : 

For  they  haue  onely  to  this  end  expreft  them, 

That  men  may  fee  them  plainer,  and  deteft  them. 

But  fome  will  fay  that  thefe  haue  on  the  Stage, 
So  painted  out  the  vices  of  this  Age, 
That  it  not  onely  tels  that  they  haue  bin 
Experienc't  in  euery  kind  of  fin, 
But  that  it  alfo  doth  corrupt  and  fhow 
How  men  fhould  a6l  thofe  fmnes  they  did  not  know. 

Oh  hatefull  faying !  not  pronounc't  by  chance, 
But  fpew'd  out  of  malicious  ignorance. 
Weigh  it,  and  you  will  either  thinke  thefe  weake, 
Or  fay  that  they  doe  out  of  enuy  fpeake. 
Can  none  declare  th'effe6l  of  Drunkenneffe, 
Vnleffe  they  vfed  fuch  like  beaftlineffe  ? 
Are  all  men  ignorant  what  comes  by  Luft, 
Excepting  thofe  that  were  themfelues  vniuft  ? 
Or  thinke  they  no  man  can  defcribe  a  fin, 
But  that  which  he  himfelfe  hath  wallowed  in  ? 

If  they  fuppofe  fo,  I  no  caufe  can  tell, 
But  they  may  alfo  boldly  fay  as  well 
They  are  Apprentices  to  euery  Trade, 
Of  which  they  find  they  haue  defcriptions  made  ; 
Or  elfe,  becaufe  they  fee  them  write  thofe  things 
That  doe  belong  to  Rule,  beft  fay  th'are  Kings : 
As  though  that  facred  Poejle  infpir'd 
No  other  knowledge  than  might  be  acquir'd 
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By  the  dull  outward  fenfe  ;  yes,  this  is  fhe, 
That  fhowes  vs  not  alone  all  things  that  be, 
But  by  her  power  layes  before  our  view, 
Such  wondrous  things  as  Nature  neuer  knew. 

And  then  whereas  they  fay  that  men  are  worfe 
By  reading  what  thefe  write,  'tis  their  owne  curfe  ; 
For,  is  the  flower  faulty,  caufe  we  fee 
The  loathfome  Spider  and  the  painefull  Bee 
Make  diners  vfe  on't  ?     No  it  is  the  fame 
Vnto  the  Spider,  though  fhe  cannot  frame 
Like  fweetncffe,  as  the  Bee  thence.     But  indeed 
I  muft  confeffe  that  this  bad  Age  doth  breed 
Too  many  that  without  rcfpect  prefume 
This  worthy  title  on  them  to  affume, 
And  vndcferu'cl ;  bafe  fellowes,  whom  mecre  time 
Hath  made  fufiicient  to  bring  forth  a  Rime, 
A  Curtaine  ligge,  a  Libell,  or  a  Ballet, 
For  Fidlers,  or  fome  Rogues  with  ftaffe  and  wallet 
To  fing  at  doores :  men  onely  wife  enough, 
Out  of  fome  rotten-old-worme-eaten  ftuffe 
To  patch  vp  a  bald  witleffe  Comedy, 
And  trim  it  here  and  there  with  Ribauldry 
Learn'd  at  a  bawdy  houfe  ?     I  fay  there's  fuch, 
And  they  can  neuer  be  difgrac't  too  much. 
For  though  the  name  of  Poet  fuch  abufes 
Yet  they  are  enemies  to  all  the  Mtifcs, 
And  dare  not  fort  with  them  for  feare  they  will 
Tumble  them  headlong  downe  Parnajfus  hill. 

Why  then  mould  their  vfurping  of  it,  wrong 
That  Title  which  doth  not  to  them  belong  ? 
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And  wherefore  fliould  the  fhame  of  this  lewd  crew 

Betide  them,  vnto  whom  true  honour's  due  ? 

It  fhall  not ;  for  how  ere  they  vfe  the  name, 

Their  workes  will  fhew  how  they  doe  merit  fame  ; 

And  though  it  be  difgrac't  through  ignorance, 

The  generous  will  Poejie  aduance, 

As  the  moft  Antique  Science  that  is  found, 

And  that  which  hath  been  the  firft  root  and  ground 

Of  euery  Art ;  yea,  that  which  onely  brings 

Content ;  and  hath  been  the  delight  of  Kings. 

Great  I  A  M  E  S  our  King,  both  loues  and  Hues  a  Poet, 

fHis  books  now  extant  doe  dire6lly  fhow  it) 

And  That  fhall  adde  vnto  his  worthy  name, 

A  better  glory,  and  a  greater  fame 

Than  Britaines  Monarchic ;  for  few  but  hee 

( I  thinke )  will  both  a  King  and  Poet  be  ; 

And  for  the  laft,  although  fome  fooles  debafe  it, 

I'm  in  the  minde  that  Angels  doe  imbrace  it : 

And  though  God  giue't  heere  but  in  part  to  fome, 

All  fhall  haue't  perfe6t  in  the  World  to  come. 

This  in  defence  of  PocJle  to  fay 
I  am  compel'd,  becaufe  that  at  this  day, 
Weakeneffe  and  Ignorance  haue  wrong'd  it  fore  : 
But  what  need  any  man  therein  fpeake  more 
Than  Diuine  Sidney  hath  already  done  ? 
For  whom  (though  he  deceas'd  ere  I  begun) 
I  haue  oft  fighed,  and  bewailed  my  Fate, 
That  brought  me  forth  fo  many  yeeres  too  late 
To  view  that  Worthy  ;  And  now  thinke  not  you 
Oh  Daniel,  Drayton,  lohnfon,  Chapman,  how 
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I  long  to  fee  you  with  your  fellow  Peeres, 

Sylucfter  matchlcffe,  glory  of  thefe  yecres  : 

I  hitherto  haue  onely  heard  your  fames, 

And  know  you  yet  but  by  your  Workcs  and  Names  : 

The  little  time  I  on  the  earth  haue  fpent, 

Would  not  allow  me  any  more  content : 

I  long  to  know  you  better,  that's  the  truth, 

I  am  in  hope  you'l  not  difdaine  my  Youth  : 

For  know  you  Mufcs  Darlings,  He  not  craue 

A  fellowfhip  amongft  you  for  to  haue, 

Oh  no  ;  for  though  my  euer-willing-hart 

Haue  vow'd  to  loue  and  praife  You  and  your  Art, 

And  though  that  I  your  ftile  doc  now  affume, 

I  doe  not,  nor  I  will  not  fo  prefume  ; 

I  claime  not  that  too-worthy  name  of  Poet ; 

It  is  not  yet  deferu'd  by  me,  I  know  it : 

Grant  me  I  may  but  on  your  Mufcs  tend, 

And  be  enroul'd  their  Seruant,  or  their  Friend  ; 

And  if  defert  hereafter  worthy  make  me, 

Then  for  a  Fellow  (if  it  pleafe  you)  take  me. 

But  yet  I  muft  not  here  giue  off  to  fpeake, 
To  tell  Men  wherein  I  haue  found  them  weake, 
And  chiefly  thofe  that  cannot  brooke  to  heare 
Mention  of  Death,  but  with  much  griefe  and  feare  : 
For  many  are  not  able  once  to  take 
That  thought  into  them,  but  their  Soules  will  quake. 

Poore  feeble  fpirits,  would  you  nere  away, 
But  dwell  for  euer  in  a  piece  of  Clay  ? 
What  finde  you  heere  wherein  you  doe  delight, 
Or  what's  to  feeing  that  is  worth  the  fight  ? 
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What  f  doe  the  heauens  thy  endeauours  bleffe, 
And  would'ft  thou  therefore  liue  ftill  to  poffeffe 
The  ioy  thou  haft  ?     Seeke't  not ;  perhaps  to  morrow, 
Thoul't  wifh  to  haue  di'd  to  day,  to  fcape  the  forrow 
Thou  then  (halt  fee  :  for  fhame  take  ftronger  harts, 
And  adde  more  courage  to  your  better  parts  : 
For  Death's  not  to  be  fear'd,  fith  'tis  a  Friend 
That  of  your  forrowes  makes  a  gentle  end. 

But  here  a  quality  I  call  to  minde, 
That  I  amongft  the  Common-people  finde  ; 
This  'tis,  a  weake  one  too  ;  When  they  perceiue 
A  friend  neere  death,  and  ready  for  to  leaue 
This  wretched  life  ;  and  if  they  heare  him  fay 
Some  parting  words  as  if  he  might  not  ftay, 
Nay,  fay  not  fo  (thefe  comforters  reply) 
Take  heart,  your  times  not  come,  yee Jhall  not  die : 
What  man,  and  grace  of  God,  you  fliall  be  ftronger, 
A  nd  Hue  no  doubt,  yet  many  a  faire  day  longer ; 
Thinke  not  en  Death  ;  with  many  fuch  like  words, 
Such  as  their  vnderfhanding  beft  affords  : 
But  where  is  now  become  this  peoples  wit  ? 
What  doe  their  knowledges  efteeme  more  fit 
Than  death  to  thinke  on  ?  chiefly  when  men  be 
About  to  put  off  their  Mortalitie. 
Me  thinkes  they  rather  fhould  perfwade  them  then, 
Feareleffe  to  be  refolu'd  to  die  like  Men : 
For,  want  of  fuch  a  refolution  flings 
At  poynt  of  Death  ;  and  dreadfull  horror  brings 
E'ne  to  the  Soule  ;  'caufe  wanting  preparation, 
She  lies  defpairing  of  her  owne  faluation. 
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Yea  and  moreouer,  this  full  well  know  I, 
Hee  that's  at  any  time  affraid  to  die, 
Is  in  weake  cafe  ;  and  whatfoe're  he  faith, 
Hath  but  a  wauering  and  a  feeble  Faith. 

But  what  need  I  goe  further  to  relate 
The  frailtie  I  haue  feene  in  Mans  eftate  ? 
Sith  this  I  haue  already  faid  makes  cleere, 
That  of  all  Creatures  God  hath  place  heere, 
( Prouided  we  refpe6l  them  in  their  kinde) 
We  cannot  any  more  vnable  find  : 
For,  of  our  felues  we  haue  not  power  to  fpeake  ; 
No,  nor  to  frame  a  thought,  we  are  fo  weake. 
Againft  our  bodies  euery  thing  preuailes, 
And  oft  our  knowledge  and  our  iudgement  failes  : 
Yea,  if  that  one  mans  ftrength  were  now  no  leffe 
Than  all  men  doe  in  generall  poffeffe  ; 
Or  if  he  had  attain'd  to  ten  times  more 
Than  all  Gods  creatures  ioynd  in  one  before  ; 
Yet  would  his  power  be  euen  then  fo  fmall, 
When  he  ftands  fureft,  hee's  but  fure  to  fall. 

'Tis  onely  weakenes  that  doth  make  vs  droope, 
And  vnto  croffes  and  difeafes  ftoope  ; 
That  makes  vs  vaine,  inconftant,  and  vnfure, 
Vnable  any  good  things  to  endure : 
It  brings  vs  to  the  feruile  bafe  fubiection 
Of  all  loofe  paffion,  and  vntam'd  affeclion  : 
It  leades  vs  and  compels  vs  oft  to  ftray, 
Both  befide  Truth,  and  out  of  Reafons  way  : 
And  laftly  wee,  and  that  becaufe  of  this, 
Either  doe  nothing,  or  doe  all  amifs. 

T  4  Which 
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Which  being  fo,  we  may  with  Dauid  then, 
Confeffe  that  we  are  rather  Wormes  than  Men. 


OF    PRESVMPTION. 

SATYR.    4. 

SOft  heedleffe  Mtife,  thou  no  aduifement  tak'ft ; 
Waft  not  of  Men  that  laft  of  all  thou  fpak'ft  ? 
It  was  :  and  of  the  weakeneffe  too  of  Men  : 
Come  then  with  fhame  now  and  denie't  agen : 
Recant ;  for  fo  the  matter  thou  didft  handle, 
Thou  maift  be  curft  for't  with  Bell,  Booke  and  Candle. 
Is  mankinde  weake  ?     Who  then  can  by  their  powers 
Into  the  Aire  hurle  Palaces  and  Towers  ? 
And  with  one  blaft  e'ne  in  a  moment  make 
Whole  Kingdomes  and  braue  Monarchies  to  fhake  ? 
Or  what  are  they  that  dare  for  to  afpire 
Into  Gods  feat ;  and,  if  it  might  be,  higher  : 
That  forgiue  finnes  as  faft  as  men  can  doe  them, 
And  make  lehouah  be  beholding  to  them  ? 
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I'ue  heard  of  fuch  ;  What  are  they  /     Would  I  wift  ; 
They  can  make  Saints  (they  fay)  of  whom  they  lift : 
And  beeing  made  aboue  the  ftarres  can  feat  them, 
Yea,  with  their  own  hands  make  their  gods,  &  eat  them. 
Ha  ?  Are  they  Men  ?  How  dar'ft  thou  then  to  fpeake 
Such  Blafphemy,  to  fay,  Mankindc  is  ivcake  ? 
I  tell  the  this,  Mufe,  either  Man  is  ftrong, 
And  through  thy  babbling  thou  haft  done  him  wrong, 
Or  elfe  beyond  his  limits  he  doth  erre, 
And  for  Prefumption  puts  downe  Lucifer. 
Is't  fo  ?     Nay  then  I  prethee  Mufc  goe  on, 
And  let  vs  heare  of  his  Prefumption  : 
For  I  doe  know,  caufe  I  haue  heard  him  vaunt, 
That  he's  a  Creature  proud  and  arrogant : 
And  it  may  be  he  is  not  of  fuch  might 
As  he  makes  mew  for ;  but  vfurps  feme's  right. 
There't  goes  indeed  :  For  though  he  be  fo  bafe, 
So  weake,  and  in  fuch  miferable  cafe, 
That  I  want  words  of  a  fufficient  worth, 
To  paint  this  moft  abhorred  vileneffe  forth  ; 
Yet  fuch  is  alfo  his  detefted  Pride, 
That  I  fuppofe  the  Diuell  is  belide 
By  euery  man  that  fhall  affirme  or  fay 
Hee  is  more  proud.     For  doe  but  mark  I  pray 
This  Creature  Man  :  did  Natures  powerfull  King, 
(GOD,  that  of  nothing  framed  euery  thing) 
Mould,  out  of  Clay,  a  peece  which  he  had  rent 
E'ne  from  the  Earth,  the  bafeft  Element  ? 
And  whereas  he  might  haue  been  made  a  Thrall, 
Yea,  and  the  very  Vnderling  of  all ; 
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That  God  with  title  of  Chief e  Ruler  grac't  him, 
And  as  a  Steward  ouer  all  things  plac't  him  : 
Gaue  him  a  pleafant  Garden  for  to  till, 
And  leaue  to  eate  of  eu'ry  Tree  at  will ; 
Onely  of  one  indeed  he  did  deny  him, 
And  peraduenture  of  that  one  to  try  him. 
But  fee  his  infolence ;  though  God  did  threat 
Death  if  he  eate,  and  though  that  God  was  great, 
And  fo  exceeding  luft,  that  he  well  knew 
All  that  he  threatned  doubtleffe  would  enfue : 
Though  God  were  ftrong,  &  could,  had  man  bin  prouder 
(Pore  clay-bred  worme)  haue  ftampt  him  into  pouder ; 
Yet  (notwithstanding  all  this  fame )  did  he 
Prefume  to  tafte  of  that  forbidden  Tree. 
A  rafli  beginning ;  but  he  fped  fo  ill, 
D'yee  thinke  he  held  on  this  prefumption  ftill  ? 
To  heare  he  had  left  that  offence,  'twere  newes  ; 
But  Caine  and  Nimrod,  Pharaoh  and  the  I  ewes 
Shew'd  it  continued  ;  and  grew  much  more, 
Rather  than  leffer,  than  it  was  before. 
Caine  in  his  murther,  and  his  proud  reply ; 
Nimrod  in  that  he  dar'd  to  build  fo  high  ; 
Pharaoh  by  boldly  tempting  God,  to  fhow 
His  fundry  plagues  to  Egypts  ouerthrow : 
And  many  waies  the  laft.     But  what  need  I 
Recite  examples  of  Antiquitie  ? 
Or  thus  to  tax  old  ages  of  that  crime, 
Sith  there  was  nere  a  more  prefumptuous  time 
Than  this  that's  now.     What  dare  not  men  to  do, 
If  they  haue  any  lift  or  minde  thereto  ? 

Their 
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Their  fellow  creatures  they  do  much  contemnes, 
Vaunting  that  all  things  were  ordain'd  for  them  ; 
Yea  ;  both  the  gladfome  dayes  and  quiet  nights, 
Sun,  Moone,  and  Heauen,  with  thofe  glorious  lights, 
Which  fo  befpangle  that  faire  azure  roofe  : 
They  thinke  were  onely  made  for  their  behoofe  : 
When  as  alas,  their  power  and  weak  command, 
Cannot  extend  fo  farre  as  to  withftand 
The  leafl  Starres  force  ;  o're  them  and  their  eftate, 
Sun,  Moone,  and  Starres  too,  doe  predominate. 

Before  our  Fall  indeed  we  did  excell 
All  other  creatures  that  on  earth  did  dwell ; 
But  now,  I  thinke  the  very  worft  that  be, 
Haue  iuft  as  much  to  boaft  vpon  as  we. 
Our  Soule's  defU'd  ;  And  therefore,  if  in  Senfe 
We  place  our  worth  and  chiefe  preheminence, 
Tis  known  that  there  be  diuerfe  creatures  then 
Will  haue  the  vpper  hand  ;  for  they  paffe  men  : 
And  though  we  ftill  prefume  vpon't,  tis  vainc 
To  challenge  our  old  Sou'raignty  againe  : 
For  when  that  we  from  our  obedience  fell, 
All  things  againft  vs  alfo  did  rebell ; 
Lions  and  Beares,  and  Tygers  fought  our  blond, 
The  barren  earth  deny'd  to  yeeld  vs  food  : 
The  clowds  rain'd  plagues,  and  yet  dare  we  go  on, 
We  finde  fuch  pleafure  in  Prefumption. 

But  for  becaufe  there's  fome  doe  fcarcely  know 
How  we  doe  in  that  fault  offend,  Tie  fhow : 
Firft,  when  that  they  new  worfhippings  inuent, 
And  cannot  hold  themfelues  fo  well  content 
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With  that  which  God  doth  in  his  Word  ordaine, 
As  with  inuentions  of  their  own  weak  braine  ; 
It  feemes  they  thinke,  their  fancies  to  fulfill, 
Would  pleafe  him  better  than  to  haue  his  will. 

Next,  I  doe  reck  on  them  that'  ouer-bold, 
Gods  facred  Legend  haue  at  will  controld  ; 
And  maugre  his  grand  curfe,  fome  places  chang'd ; 
Added  to  fome ;  and  fome  againe  eftrang'd. 

Then,  thofe  great  Mafters  I  prefumptuous  deeme, 
That  of  their  knowledge  doe  fo  well  efteeme  : 
They  will  force  others,  as  the  Papifhs  doo 
For  to  allow  of  their  opinion  too  ; 
Yea,  though  it  be  a  meere  imagination, 
That  neither  hath  good  ground,  nor  iuft  foundation. 

Some  will  be  prying,  though  they  are  forbidden, 
Into  thofe  fecrets  God  meant  mould  be  hidden. 
So  doe  fome  Students  in  Aftrologie, 
Though  they  can  make  a  faire  Apologie. 
And  fo  doe  thofe  that  very  vainely  try 
To  finde  our  fortunes  by  their  Palmiftry : 
Thefe  doe  prefume,  but  much  more  fuch  as  fay 
A  t  this,  or  that  time  comes  the  Judgement  day. 
Or  fuch  as  aske,  or  dare  for  to  relate 
What  GOD  was  dooing  ere  he  did  create 
Heauen  and  Earth  :  or  where  he  did  abide  ; 
How,  and  by  whom,  he  then  was  glorifide. 

But  thofe  that  into  fuch  deepe  fecrets  wind, 
A  (lender  profit  in  their  labour  find  ; 
For,  to  make  known  how  highly  they  offend, 
A  defperate  madnes  is  oft-times  their  end. 
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Yet  fuch  their  nature  is,  they'l  not  beware, 
But  to  be  prying  further  ftill  they  dare  : 
For  fure,  that  longing  can  no  way  be  flaid  : 
Which  well  the  Poet  feem'd  to  know,  who  faid  ; 
Man,  what  he  is  forbidden,  ftill  defires  ; 
And  zukat  Jic  is  deni'd  of,  moft  requires. 

Rather  then  many  will  a  man  gain-fay, 
They  dare  make  bold  with  God  :  they  thinke  they  may, 
Becaufe  it  fecmes  they  deeme  him  not  fo  ftrong, 
Or  fo  well  able  to  reuenge  a  wrong. 

Some  fuch  great  power  to  themfelues  affume, 
And  on  their  owne  ftrength  doe  fo  much  prefume, 
They  fildome  doe  for  Gods  affiftance  craue  ; 
As  if  it  were  a  needleffe  thing  to  hauc  : 
Which  is  the  caufe,  that  often  the  conclufion 
Proues  their  own  fhame,  their  hindrance,  and  confufion. 

In  Praying,  men  prefume,  vnleffe  they  be 
With  eu'ry  one  in  loue  and  charitie  : 
Or  if  in  their  Petitions  they  defire 
Such  things  as  are  vnlawfull  to  require. 

Death's  their  reward,  we  know,  that  breake  the  law  ; 
But  neither  that,  nor  yet  damnations  awe 
Keepes  vs  from  fmne ;  a  thoufand  God-heads  m 
Than  one  wee  make,  and  dare  for  to  adore 
Our  own  hand-works  :  the  Sabboth  we  difdaine. 
And  dreadleffe  take  the  Name  of  God  in  vaine. 

If  but  by  his  Lords  hand  an  Irifli  fweare, 
To  violate  that  oath  he  ftands  in  feare  ; 
Left  him  both  of  his  lands  and  goods  he  fpoilc, 
For  making  him  the  inftrument  of  guile  : 
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And  yet  dare  we  (poore  wormes)  before  his  face, 
(Refpecting  whom,  the  greateft  Lords  are  bafe) 
Both  fweare,  and  forfweare,  vfmg  that  great  Name 
At  pleafure,  without  any  feare  of  blame. 

Why  fhould  not  we  as  well  fuppofe  that  he 
Who  in  our  hearts  would  haue  no  fraud  to  be ; 
Will  miferable,  poore,  and  naked  leaue  vs, 
Yea  of  thofe  bleffmgs  and  Eftates  bereaue  vs 
WTe  now  hold  of  him,  if  we  thus  contemne, 
And  ftill  abufe  his  facred  Name  and  him  ? 

But  men  fecure  in  wickednes  perfift, 
As  if  they  could  pleafe  God  with  what  they  lift ; 
If  they  can,  Lord  haue  mercy  on  them  fay, 
And  mumble  fome  few  Prayers  once  a  day, 
There  needs  no  more :  nay  furely,  there  be  fuch, 
That  thinke  it  is  enough  ;  if  not  too  much. 
But  what's  their  reafon  ?     God  made  all  the  man, 
Why  fhould  he  haue  but  part  allow'd  him  than  ? 
He  in  their  feruice  nothing  doth  delight, 
Vnleffe  it  be  with  all  their  ftrength  and  might, 
With  their  whole  heart  and  foule,  and  that  way  too 
As  he  appoints  them  in  his  Word  to  doo. 

Some  men  there  are  who  hope  by  honefhy, 
By  their  Almes-deeds,  and  works  of  Charitie 
To  win  Gods  fauour,  and  fo  to  obtaine 
Saluation  by  it ;  but  their  hope's  in  vaine. 

Others  there  are,  who  for  becaufe  th'aue  faith 
For  to  beleeue  tis  true  the  Scripture  faith ; 
Sith  they  haue  knowledge  in  Religion, 
And  make  thereof  a  ftricl:  profeffion  ; 
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Or  doe  obferue  the  outward  worfhip  duly, 

Do  thinke  that  therein  they  haue  pleas'd  God  truly. 

Now  thefe  are  iuft  as  farre  as  th'other  wide, 
For  they  Gods  worfhip  do  by  halfes  diuide  ; 
And  for  his  due,  which  is  e'ne  all  the  hart, 
Doe  dare  prefume  to  offer  him  a  part. 
But  th'one  muft  know  he  will  not  pleafed  be, 
With  a  Religion  that  wants  honeftie : 
And  th'other,  that  as  little  good  will  doo 
His  honeft  fhewes  without  Religion  too. 

If  this  be  fo  ( as  fo  it  is  indeed ) 
How  then  will  thofe  prefumptuous  fellowes  fpeed 
Who  thinke  (^forfoothj  becaufe  that  once  a  yeere 
They  can  affoord  the  poore  fome  flender  cheere, 
Obferue  their  Country  feafts,  or  Common  doles, 
And  entertaine  their  Chriftmas  Waffaile  bowles 
Or  elfe  becaufe  that  for  the  Churches  good, 
They  in  defence  of  Hock-tide  cuftome  ftood, 
A  Whitfon-Ale,  or  fome  fuch  goodly  motion, 
The  better  to  procure  young  mens  deuotion  ? 
What  will  they  doe,  I  fay,  that  thinke  to  pleafe 
Their  mighty  God  with  fuch  vaine  things  as  thefe  ? 
Sure  very  ill ;  For  though  that  they  can  mone, 
And  fay  that  Loue  and  Charity  is  gone, 
As  old  folkes  doe,  becaufe  their  banquetings, 
Their  ancient  drunken-fummer  reuelings 
Are  out  of  date  ;  though  they  can  fay,  through  teaching, 
And  fmce  the  Gofpell  hath  had  open  preaching, 
Men  are  grown  worfe  ;  though  they  can  foone  efpy 
A  little  moate  in  their  owne  neighbours  eye  ; 
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Yea,  though  that  they  their  Pater-nofter  can, 
And  call  their  honeft  neighbour  Puritan  ; 
How-ere  they  in  their  own  conceits  may  fmile, 
Yet  fure  they  are  Prefitinptuous,  weake,  and  vile. 

Alfo  in  this  abhominable  time, 
It  is  amongft  vs  now  a  common  crime, 
To  flout  and  fcoffe  at  thofe  which  we  efpy 
Willing  to  make  of  humane  Vanity  ; 
And  thofe  that  gladly  doe  themfelues  enforce 
Vnto  a  ftrict  and  more  religious  courfe 
Than  moft  men  doe  ;  although,  they  truly  know 
No  men  are  able  to  pay  halfe  they  owe 
Vnto  their  God  ;  (as  though  their  wifedoms  thought, 
He  might  be  ferued  better  than  he  ought ) 
They  count  precife,  and  curious  more  than  needs, 
They  try  their  fayings,  and  weigh  all  their  deeds  : 
A  thoufand  things  that  they  well  do,  mail  be, 
Slightly  paft  ouer,  as  if  none  did  fee  : 
But  one  thing  ill  done,  ^though  the  beft  does  ill ) 
They  mall  be  certaine  for  to  heare  of  flill ; 
Yea  notwithftanding  they  can  daily  fmother 
Millions  often-times-greater  faults  in  other. 

Who  are  fo  hated  or  fo  often  blam'd  ? 
Or  fo  reuil'd,  or  fcorn'd,  or  fo  mifnam'd  ? 
To  whom  doe  we  now  our  contentions  lay  ? 
Who  are  fo  much  tearm'd  Puritans  as  they 
That  feare  God  moft  ?     But  tis  no  maruell  men 
Prefume  fo  much  to  wrong  his  children,  when 
As  if  they  fear'd  not  his  reuengefull  rod, 
They  can  blafpheme,  and  dare  to  anger  God. 
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Now,  By  thefe  words  to  fome  men  it  may  feeme, 
That  I  haue  Puritans  in  high  efteeme  ; 
Indeed,  if  by  that  name  you  vnderftand 
Thofe  whom  the  vulgar  Athiefts  of  this  Land 
Doe  daily  tearme  fo ;  that  is  fuch  as  are 
Fore-named  heere  ;  and  haue  the  greateft  care 
To  know  and  pleafe  their  Maker :  then  'tis  true, 
I  loue  them  well,  for  loue  to  fuch  is  due  : 
But,  if  you  meane  the  bufie-headed  fec~t, 
The  hollow  crew,  the  counterfeit  Elec~t : 
Our  Dogmatifts,  and  euer-wrangling  fpirits, 
That  doe  as  well  contemne  good  workes  as  merits : 
If  you  meane  thofe  that  make  their  care  feeme  great 
To  get  foules  food,  when  'tis  for  bodies  meat ; 
Or  thofe,  all  whofe  Religion  doth  depend 
On  this,  that  they  know  how  to  difcommend 
A  May-game,  or  a  Summer-pole  defie, 
Or  Jliake  the  head,  or  elfe  turne  vp  tJie  eye : 
If  you  meane  thofe,  how  euer  they  appeare, 
This  I  fay  of  them  (would  they  all  might  heare) 
Though  in  a  zealous  habite  they  doe  wander, 
Yet  they  are  Gods  foes,  and  the  Churches  flander  ; 
And  though  they  humble  be  in  fhew  to  many, 
They  are  as  haughty  euery  way  as  any. 

What  need  I  heere  the  lewd  prefumptions  tell 
Of  Papijls  in  thefe  daies  ?  'tis  knowne  too  well. 
For  them  thereof  each  Peafant  now  conuinces, 
In  things  as  well  concerning  God  as  Princes. 

Others  I  finde  too,  that  doe  dare  prefume, 
The  office  of  a  Teacher  to  affume, 
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And  being  blinde  themfelues  and  gone  aftray, 
Take  on  them  to  fhew  other  men  the  way. 

Yea  fome  there  be,  who  haue  fmall  gifts  of  fpirit, 
No  kind  of  knowledge,  and  as  little  merit : 
That  with  the  world  haue  made  a  firme  conjunction, 
Yet  dare  to  vndergoe  the  facred  function 
Of  Chrift  his  Paftor.     Yea  fuch  is  their  daring, 
That  (neither  for  their  Charge  nor  Duty  caring) 
Infteed  of  giuing  good  and  found  Infbru6lion, 
They  lead  themfelues  and  others  to  deftru6lion. 

We  reade  that  leremie  and  Mofes  both, 
To  vndertake  their  charge  were  wondrous  loth, 
(  The  greatnes  of  the  fame  fo  much  appall'd  them  ) 
Yea,  though  that  God  himfelfe  directly  call'd  them  ; 
But  our  braue  Clarks,  as  if  they  did  condemne 
The  too-much  bafhfull  backwardneffe  of  them  ; 
Or  elfe  as  if  themfelues  they  abler  thought ; 
Thofe  Diuine  Callings  haue  not  onely  fought 
Without  refpe<5l  of  their  ability, 
A  Chriftian  Confcience  or  Ciuilitie ; 
But  being  of  old  Simon  Magus  tribe 
Purchafe  it  often  with  a  hatefull  bribe  ; 
Which  fhowes  that  they  fuch  places  doe  defire, 
Not  for  the  good  of  others,  but  their  hire. 

But  Patrons,  feare  ye  neither  God  nor  Hellf 
Dare  ye  the  Churches  patrimony  fell 
For  filthy  lucre,  in  defpight  of  Law 
Sacred  or  humane  ?     Pedants,  dare  ye  ?  haw ! 
Dare  ye  buy't  of  them  ?     By  Gods  helpe,  vnleffe 
This  villany  ere  long  haue  fome  redreffe, 
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He  finde  a  meanes,  or  elfe  let  me  hauc  blame, 

To  bring  fome  fmart,  or  elfe  eternall  fliame 

Vpon  you  for't :  It  may  be  you  doe  fcent  it, 

But  all  your  pollicie  fhall  not  preuent  it. 

What  doe  you  looke  for?     Hell  and  your  Damnation  ? 

Well,  you  fhall  haue  it  by  impropriation  : 

I  know  now  you  haue  entred  Simony, 

You'l  double  damne  your  foules  with  Penury  : 

For  they  as  oft  together  may  be  feene 

As  is  the  chilling  Fcaucr,  and  the  Splenic. 

But  oh  deare  Countreymen,  be  more  aduis'd  ; 
Thinkc  what  God  is,  he  may  not  be  dcfpis'd. 
Could  you  well  weigh  his  lufticc  and  his  Power, 
How  many  Infinites  it  paffeth  oucr, 
And  knew  his  Judgements,  you  would  not  diffemble 
An  outward  fained  reuerence  ;  but  tremble 
And  fhake  with  horror ;  you'd  not  dare  to  venter 
Santtum  Saac~lorum  fo  vnfit  to  enter  ; 
His  Churches  good  you  rather  would  aduancc, 
Than  rob  it  thus  of  her  inheritance  ; 
Or  make  the  fame,  fas  men  ftill  vnbeleeuing) 
Like  to  a  Jwnfe  of  McrcJiandife  and  TJiccuing. 

You  to  whom  deeds  of  former  times  are  knownc, 
Marke  to  what  paffe  this  age  of  ours  is  growne, 
Euen  with  vs  that  doe  ftricleft  feeme  to  be 
In  the  profeffmg  Chriftianity  ; 
You  know  men  haue  beene  carefull  to  augment 
The  Churches  portion,  and  haue  beene  content 
To  adde  vnto  it  out  of  their  eftate  ; 
And  Sacriledge  all  Nations  did  fo  hate, 
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That  the  meere  Irifli,  who  feem'd  not  to  care 

For  God  nor  man,  had  the  refpect  to  fpare 

The  Churches  profits  ;  yea,  their  heed  was  fuch, 

That  in  the  time  of  need  they  would  not  touch 

The  knowne  prouifions  they  daily  faw 

Stor'd  vp  in  Churches  :  in  fuch  feare  and  awe 

The  places  held  them  ;  though  that  they  did  know, 

The  things  therein  belonged  to  their  foe  : 

But  now  the  world  and  mans  good  nature's  chang'd, 

From  this  opinion  moft  men  are  eftrang'd ; 

We  rob  the  Church,  and  what  we  can  attaine 

By  Sacriledge  and  Theft,  is  our  beft  gaine : 

In  paying  dues,  the  refufe  of  our  ftocke, 

The  barrennefb  and  leaneft  of  our  flocke 

Shall  ferue  our  Paftor :  whom  for  to  deceiue, 

We  thinke  no  fin.     Nay  further  ( by  your  leaue) 

Men  feeke  not  to  impropriate  a  part 

Vnto  themfelues  ;  but  they  can  finde  in  heart 

T'engroffe  vp  all :  which  vile  Prefumption 

Hath  brought  Church-liuings  to  a  ftrange  Confumption : 

And  if  this  ftrong  difeafe  doe  not  abate, 

'Twill  be  the  pooreft  member  in  the  ftate. 

No  maruell  though  infteed  of  learned  Preachers, 
We  haue  been  pefterd  with  fuch  fimple  Teachers, 
Such  poore,  mute,  tong-tide  Readers,  as  fcarce  know 
Whether  that  God  made  Adam  firfl  or  no  : 
Thence  it  proceeds,  and  there's  the  caufe  That  Place 
And  Office  at  this  time  incurres  difgrace. 
For  men  of  iudgement  or  good  difpofitions, 
Scorne  to  be  ty'd  to  any  bafe  conditions, 
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Like  to  our  hungry  Pedants,  who'l  engage 

Their  foules  for  any  curtail'd  Vicarage. 

I  fay,  there's  none  of  knowledge,  wit,  or  merit, 

But  fuch  as  are  of  a  moft  feruile  fpirit, 

That  will  fo  wrong  the  Church,  as  to  prefume 

Some  poore-halfe-demi-Parfonage  to  affume 

In  name  of  all  ;  no,  they  had  rather  quite 

Be  put  befide  the  fame,  than  wrong  Gods  right. 

Well,  they  muft  entertaine  fuch  Pedants  then, 
Fitter  to  Feed  Swine,  than  the  Soules  of  men  : 
But  Patrons  thinke  fuch  beft,  for  there's  no  feare 
They  will  fpeake  any  thing  they  lothe  to  heare  : 
They  may  runne  foolifhly  to  their  damnation 
Without  reproofe,  or  any  difturbation  ; 
To  let  them  fee  their  vice  they  may  be  bold, 
And  yet  not  ftand  in  doubt  to  be  controld : 
Thofe  in  their  houfes  may  keepe  priuate  Schooles, 
And  either  ferue  for  letters  or  for  fooles, 
And  will  fuppofe  that  they  are  highly  grac't 
Be  they  but  at  their  Patrons  table  plac't : 
And  there  if  they  be  call'd  but  Priefts  in  fcoffe, 
Straight  they  ducke  downe,  and  all  their  caps  come  off, 
Suppofing  it  for  to  be  done  in  kindneffe, 
Which  fhowes  their  weakneffe,  and  apparant  blindneffe. 

Moreouer,  'tis  well  knowne  that  former  time 
Held  it  to  be  a  vile  prefumptuous  crime, 
Such  men  in  facred  Offices  to  place, 
Whom  they  knew  toucht  with  any  foule  difgrace : 
Or  to  allow  thofe  whom  they  did  fufpecl 
To  haue  an  outward  bodily  defeft : 
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But  be  they  now  not  onely  crooked,  lame, 
Difmember'd,  and  of  the  vnfhaplieft  frame 
That  euer  Nature  form'd  ;  though  they  be  blind 
Not  in  fight  onely,  but  as  well  in  mind  ; 
Though  they  be  fuch,  who  if  they  came  to  fhreeuing 
Might  confeffe  murder,  whoredom,  flander,  theeuing, 
And  all  damn'd  villany ;  yet  thefe  men  will  be 
Admitted  to  the  f acred  Mini/trie. 

But  moft  of  vs  doe  now  difdaine  that  place, 
Accounting  it  vnworthy,  meane,  and  bafe ; 
Yea,  like  to  leroboams  Priefts  we  fee 
They  of  the  low  eft  of  the  people  be : 
And  though  we  know  the  Ifraelites  allow'd 
God  the  firft  borne,  for  his :  we  are  fo  proud, 
Vnleffe  they  either  doe  want  fhape  or  wit, 
Or  feeme  for  wordly  bufmeffe  vnfit, 
Few  thinke  Gods  feruice  worthy  the  beftowing 
Their  Childe  vpon  it ;  or  fuch  duty  owing 
Vnto  the  fame  ;  but  rather  that  Vocation 
They  count  a  blemifh  to  their  reputation. 
But  where's  your  vnderftanding,  oh  you  men  ? 
Turne  from  your  brutifh  dulneffe  once  agen, 
Honour  Gods  Meffengers  ;  for  why  ?  'tis  true 
To  them  both  Reuerence  and  Honour's  due : 
Thinke  what  they  are,  and  be  not  ftill  felfe-minded, 
Suffer  not  Reafon  to  be  fo  much  blinded  ; 
If  not  for  loue  that  you  to  lujlice  beare, 
Yet  follow  her  (although  it  be)  for  feare, 
And  fee  that  this  Prefumption  you  amend, 
Or  looke  fome  heauy  plague  fhall  be  your  end. 
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Then  it  is  alfo  a  Prefumptuotts  act 
With  knowledge  to  commit  a  fmfull  fact, 
Though  ne'er  fo  finall :  for  finne's  a  fubtill  elfe  ; 
That  by  degrees  infmuates  it  felfe 
Into  our  foules  ;  and  in  a  little  fpace 
Becomes  too  huge  a  Monfter  to  difplace  : 
Yea,  it  is  certaine  that  one  finne  though  finall, 
Will  make  an  entrance  great  enough  for  all ; 

And  what  is't  but  Prcfumption  to  abufe, 
And  without  feare  and  reuerence  to  vfe, 
Gods  facred  Word  ?  yet  we  that  Chrift  profeffe 
Thinkc  it  no  fault,  or  that  there's  no  fault  leffc  : 
Elfe  fure  we  would  not  in  our  common  talkc, 
Let  our  loofe  tongues  fo  much  at  randome  walke  ; 
We  would  not  dare  our  lefts  of  that  to  make, 
At  vttering  whereof  the  Heauens  fliakc  ; 
For  if  God  had  reueal'd  his  Gofpell  newes, 
To  vs,  as  heretofore  vnto  the  I  ewes 
He  did  the  Law  :  who  heard  him  to  their  wonder, 
Speaking  tlirough  fcarcfull  fiery  flames  of  Thunder  \ 
We  would  more  dread,  in  any  cuill  fafhion 
To  vfe  that  facred  meanes  of  our  faluation. 

Our  curfed  Pagan  vnbeleeuing  foe, 
I  meane  the  Turke,  more  reuerence  doth  fhow 
In  thofe  his  damn'd  erronious  Rites  than  we 
In  the  true  WorJJiip :  for  'tis  knowne  that  he 
Will  not  fo  much  as  touch  his  Alc/iaron, 
That  doth  containe  his  falfe  Religion, 
With  vnwafht  hands  ;  nor  till  he  hath  o'er-went 
All  that  his  vaine  and  confus'd  rabblement 
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Of  Ceremonies  vs'd  much  leffe  dares  looke 

On  the  Contents  of  that  vnhallowed  Booke  : 

But  we  in  midft  of  all  our  villany 

In  our  Pot-conference  and  Ribaldry, 

Irreuerently  can  the  fame  apply, 

As  if  't  were  fome  of  Pafquils  Letany. 

But  foft,  my  Mufe  in  her  perambulation 
Hath  hapt  vpon  an  Excommunication  : 
And  though  that  her  Commifjion  fhe  wanted, 
Yet  fhe  made  bold  to  fearch  wherefore  'twas  granted  ; 
Which  if  you  would  know  too  ;  why,  it  may  be 
Some  were  fo  pleas'd  becaufe  they  lackt  a  fee  : 
For,  had  the  Officers  beene  well  contented, 
They  fay  the  matter  might  haue  been  preuented. 
But  you  that  haue  the  wifedomes  to  difcerne 
When  abufe  is,  pray  tell  me,  I  would  learne  : 
Mifufe  we  not  Excommunication  ? 
You  know,  It  is  a  Separation 
From  God:  and  a  moft  fearefull  baniJJiment 
From  the  partaking  of  his  Sacrament, 
And  good  mens  fellowJJiip  ;  a  fad  exile 
f  Perhaps  for  euer  :  at  the  lead,  awhile) 
From  the  tme  Church,  and  oh  ( moft  horred  euill) 
A  gluing  of  men  ouer  to  the  Diuill. 
And  therefore  was  ordain'd  in  better  times 
Onely  for  fuch  who  in  their  hainous  crimes, 
With  hardned  obftinacy  did  perfift, 
As  may  appeare  :  but  now,  we  at  our  lift, 
As  if  the  fame  but  fome  flight  matter  were, 
For  euery  trifle  to  pronounce  it  dare ; 
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And  peraduenture  too,  on  fuch  as  be 

More  honeft  farre,  and  better  much  than  we. 

But  fith  my  Mufe  hath  her  endeauour  done, 
To  note  how  men  into  this  fault  doe  run  ; 
I  will  be  bold  to  let  you  vnderftand 
One  ftrange  Prefumption  noted  in  our  Land, 
Worth  the  amending :  and  indeed  'tis  this 
(Reader  pray  iudge  how  dangerous  it  is.) 
Wee,  feeing  God  hath  now  rcmoued  farre, 
From  this  our  Countrey  his  iuft  plague  of  War  re. 
And  made  vs  through  his  mercy  fo  much  bled, 
We  doe  in  fpight  of  all  our  foes  yet  reft 
Exempt  from  danger  :  by  vs  it  appeares 
Through  the  great  bleffing  of  thefe  quiet  yeeres, 
We  are  fo  feareleffe,  careleffe,  and  fecurc, 
In  this  our  happy  peace,  and  fo  cocke-fure, 
As  if  we  did  fuppofe,  or  heard  it  faid, 
Old  Mars  ivere  ftrangled,  or  the  Din  ell  dead : 
Elfe  can  I  not  belieue  we  would  fo  lightly 
Efbeeme  our  fafety,  and  let  paffe  fo  flightly 
Our  former  care  of  Martiall  Difciplinc* 
For  exercifes  meerely  feminine  : 
We  would  not  fee  our  Armes  fo  foyl'd  in  diift, 
Nor  our  bright  blades  eate  vp  with  cankerd  ruft, 
As  now  they  be  :  our  Bowes  they  lye  and  rot, 
Both  Musket  and  Caliuer  is  forgot ; 
And  we  lie  open  to  all  forraine  dangers 
For  want  of  Difcipline  :  'tis  knowne  to  Strangers, 
Though  wee'l  not  fee't.     Alas,  will  not  our  pleafure 
Let  vs  be  once  in  feauen  yeares  at  leafure 
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To  take  a  mufter,  and  to  giue  inftru<5tion  f 

No,  rather  Pleafure  will  be  our  deftruction. 

For  That  firft  caus'd  the  Law,  that  now  preuents 

And  barres  the  vfe  of  Pouder-inftruments 

To  be  enacted.     Why  ?  for  to  preferue 

As  idle  Game,  the  which  I  wifh  might  fberue 

Amids  our  plenty,  fo  that  with  their  curfe 

The  Land  and  People  might  be  nothing  worfe  ; 

'Caufe  for  that  trifle,  to  the  Realmes  abufe, 

The  Hand-gun  hath  beene  fo  much  out  of  vfe. 

Scarce  one  in  forty,  if  to  proofe  it  came, 

Dares,  or  knowes  well  how  to  difcharge  the  fame. 

Oh  valiant  EngliJJi,  we  are  like  to  hold 
The  glory  that  our  Fathers  had  of  old  : 
But  fure,  I  thinke  fome  vndermining-hand, 
That  ftudies  for  the  ruine  of  the  Land, 
Is  caufe  of  this  ;  in  hope  thereby  at  length 
To  weaken  ours,  and  let-in  forraine  ftrength. 

What,  doe  we  think,  caufe  there's  a  truce  with  Spaine, 
That  we  are  fafe  ?    Alas,  that  thought  is  vaine  : 
Our  danger's  rather  more.     For,  while  they  dar'd 
To  proffer  wrong,  they  found  vs  ftill  prepar'd : 
The  profitable  feare  that  we  were  in, 
Preuented  danger  that  might  elfe  haue  bin. 
But  now  the  caufe  of  forraine  feare  is  gone, 
We  haue  not  onely  let  all  care  alone, 
But  alfo  are  fo  drunken  with  delights, 
And  drown'd  in  pleafures,  that  our  dulled  fprites, 
Are  fo  o're-clogd  with  Luxury,  we  droope, 
More  fit  for  Venus  than  for  Mars  his  troope  : 
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That  if  our  foes  fhould  now  fo  vcntrous  be 
As  to  inuade  the  Land,  vnleffe  that  we 
With  fpeed  amend  this  error,  here's  my  mindc, 
The  way  to  worke  our  ruine  they'l  foone  finde  : 
For  iuft  the  Troians  laft  nights  watch  we  keepe, 
WJw  then  were  buried  all  in  wine  andjleepc. 

We  read,  when  Cato  fhould  a  Captaine  chufe 
For  the  Panonian  fight,  he  did  refufe 
His  kinfman  Publius,  'caufe  that  from  the  warre 
He  often  had  return'd  without  a  fcarre, 
And  went  perfum'd.     But  if  fuch  faults  as  thefe 
Difpleas'd  the  Ccnfor,  fure  then  in  our  dayes, 
He  fcarcely  would  in  Towne  or  Country  finde 
A  man  with  vs  according  to  his  minde  : 
Such  is  our  daintineffe.     Befides,  to  ftrangers 
(As  if  there  were  no  caufe  to  doubt  of  dangers ) 
We  doe  not  onely  our  great  riches  fliow, 
(A  fhrewd  temptation  to  allure  a  foe) 
But  we  moreouer  plainely  doe  declare 
By  fond  apparell,  too  fuperfluous  fare, 
Much  idleneffe,  and  other  wanton  parts, 
That  we  haue  weake  effeminated  harts  : 
Which  being  knowne,  are  fure  a  great  perfwafion 
Vnto  our  Enemies  to  make  inuafion. 

But  we  doe  fay,  In  God's  our  oncly  trufb, 
On  him  we  doe  depend  :  Well,  fo  we  muft ; 
And  yet  we  ought  not  therefore  to  difdaine 
The  lawfull  meanes,  by  which  he  doth  ordaine 
To  worke  our  fafety  then :  for  that's  a  figne 
We  rather  loue  to  tempt  the  Powers  Diuine, 
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Than  truft  vnto  them.     Worthy  Brittaines  then, 
Leaue  this  prefumption,  once  againe  be  men, 
Not  weake  Sardanapali  ;  leaue  thofe  toyes 
To  idle  Women,  wanton  Girles,  and  Boyes  : 
Vnto  our  foes  I  wifli  you  could  betake  them, 
Or  vnto  any  fo  you  would  forfake  them. 

Let  Martialijls  that  long  haue  beene  difgrac't 
Belou'd  againe,  and  in  our  fauours  plac't : 
Count  not  them  Rogues,  but  rather  fuch  as  can 
So  much  degenerate  themfelues  from  Man, 
In  tyre  and  gefture  both  to  womanize. 
Goe  call  a  Parliament,  and  there  deuife 
An  A61  to  haue  them  whipt  now :  oh  'twere  good, 
A  deed  well  worthy  fuch  a  noble  brood. 

Meane  while,  let's  trim  our  rufty  Armes,  and  fcoure 
Thofe  long-vnvfed  well-fteel'd-blades  of  our  ; 
fWe  fhall  not  doe  the  Spyders  any  wrong, 
For  they  haue  rent-free  held  their  houfe-roome  long 
In  Morains,  Helmets,  Gauntlets,  Bandileres  : 
Difplace  them  thence,  they  haue  had  all  their  yeeres) 
And  giue  them  fuch  a  luftre,  that  the  light 
May  dimme  the  Moone-fhine  in  a  Winters  night 
Away  with  idle  Citherns,  Lutes,  and  Tabers, 
Let  knocks  requite  the  Fidlers  for  their  labours. 
Bring  in  the  war-like  Drum  ;  'twill  muficke  make  yee, 
That  from  your  droufie  pleafures  will  awake  yee  : 
Or  elfe  the  hart'ning  Trumpet,  that  from  farre 
May  found  vnto  you  all  the  points  of  Warre. 
Let  Dances  turne  to  Marches ;  you  ere  long 
May  know  what  doth  to  Rankes  and  Files  belong. 
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And  let  your  thundering  (hot  fo  fmoake  and  rore, 
Strangers  may  tremble  to  behold  the  fliore, 
And  know  you  fleep  not.     But  now,  to  what  end, 
Doe  you  fuppofe  that  I  thefe  words  doe  fpend  ? 
Belicue  me,  I'me  not  malecontent  with  Peace, 
Nor  doe  defire  this  happy  time  might  ceafe  ; 
I  would  not  haue  you  foule  Seditions  make, 
Or  any  vniuft  warrcs  to  vndertake : 
But  I  defire  you  leaue  thofe  idle  fafhions, 
That  haue  beenc  the  iuft  fall  of  many  Nations. 
Looke  well  vnto  your  felues,  and  not  fuppofe, 
'Caufe  there's  a  league  with  Spaiac,  we  haue  no  foes. 
For,  if  Warres  cucr  make  this  Land  complaine, 
It  will  be  thought  fome  Truce  it  had  with  Spainc. 

But  here  I  bid  you  once  againc  be\vare, 
Delay  not  time,  but  with  all  fpccd  prepare  ; 
Repaire  your  Forts  againe,  and  man  them  well, 
Place  better  Captaines  in  them  :  I  can  tell 
Some  are  growne  couetous,  and  there's  no  truft 
To  fuch  as  they  ;  that  vice  makes  men  vniuft. 
They  pocket  vp  the  wages  of  their  mtn, 
And  One  poore  Souldier  ferues  alone  for  Ten. 

Looke  to  the  Nauy-Royall:  were't  well  fcand, 
I  doubt  it  would  be  found  but  fimply  mand  : 
The  Purfcrs  ftudy  ( if  fome  not  belie  them) 
Onely  which  way  they  may  haue  profit  by  them  : 
But  fee  vnto  it  you  to  whom't  belongs. 
See  the  abufes  done,  redreffe  the  wrongs. 

And  oh  /  renew  the  forces  of  this  Land, 
For  there's  a  fearefull  bloody  day  at  hand  ; 
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Though  not  fore-feene,  a  bloody  day  for  fome, 
Nor  will  the  fame  be  long  before  it  come. 

There  is  a  tempeft  brewing  in  the  Sotitk, 
A  horrid  Vapour,  forc't  from  Hell's  owne  mouth. 
'Tis  fpred  already  farre  into  the  Weft, 
And  now  begins  to  gather  in  the  Eaft : 
When  'tis  at  full  once,  it  will  ftraight  come  forth 
To  fhowre  downe  all  it  vengeance  on  the  North. 

But  feare  not  little  He,  thy  caufe  is  right ; 
And  if  thou  haft  not  caft  all  care  off  quite, 
Nor  art  fecure  ;  why  by  that  token  then 
Thou  fhalt  driue  backe  that  threatning  ftorme  agen, 
Through  Gods  affiftance  ;  euen  to  ruine  thofe, 
By,  and  amongft  whom,  firft  of  all  it  rofe. 
But  if  that  ftill  thou  careleffe  fnorting  lie 
In  thy  prefuming  blinde  fecuritie, 
Take't  for  a  figne,  that  now  thy  finnes  are  ripe, 
And  thou  fhalt  furely  feele  the  death-full  ftripe 
Of  that  enfuing  ill  vnto  thy  fhame, 
And  extirpation  of  thy  former  fame. 

But  yet,  I  hope,  this  ouerfight  will  end, 
And  we  fhall  this  prefumptuous  fault  amend  ; 
I  hope,  I  fay,  (and  yet  I  hope  no  harmes,) 
To  fee  our  EngliJJi  youth  trickt  vp  in  Armes  ; 
And  fo  well  train'd,  that  all  their  foes  fhall  heare 
No  newes  from  them,  but  Horror,  Death  and  Feare : 
Yea,  and  their  march,  like  lehu's,  King  of  lury, 
Shall  mew  they  come  with  Vengeance,  Speed,  and  Fury. 

I  would  we  could  as  eafily  forfake 
Other  Preemptions  ;  and  that  we  could  take 

But 
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But  halfe  the  care  and  diligence  to  arme 
Our  foules,  in  danger  of  a  greater  harme. 
Would  we  the  holy  weapons  could  affume 
Of  Chriftian  Warfare,  and  not  fhill  prefume 
To  leaue  our  better  parts  all  open  fo, 
For  the  aduantage  of  the  greater  foe 
Than  Rome  or  Spainc.     Oh  would  we  could  begin 
To  feele  the  danger  of  Prefumptuous  fin  ! 
Which  foone  would  be,  if  we  could  once  be  brought 
But  to  confider,  with  an  equall  thought, 
Our  bafe  beginning  and  iniirmitie, 
Our  wauering,  and  wondrous  mifery. 
And  with  this  wretched  poore  eftatc  of  our, 
Gods  infinite,  and  all-fufficient  power ; 
His  lujiice,  with  his  hatred  vnto  ill, 
And  threatnings  if  we  difobey  his  will : 
Or  eife  remember,  he  doth  ftill  behold, 
And  fee  vs  when  we  finne  ;  for  who  fo  bold, 
Vnleffe  depriu'd  of  grace,  then  to  offend  ? 
But  it  mould  feeme,  we  our  endeauours  bend 
To  anger  God  ;  for  we  of  finne  complaine, 
Yet  with  our  will,  finne  in  his  fight  againe. 
Say,  were't  not  a  prefumption  very  great, 
If  comming  to  a  King,  one  fhould  intreat 
A  pardon  for  fome  murther,  and  yet  bring 
The  bloody  blade  with  which  he  did  that  thing 
Ke  would  haue  mercy  for  ?     And  whilft  he  fpeaking, 
Sheathe  it  againe  with  blood  and  gore  yet  reaking, 
In  the  Kings  Sonne  before  his  Fathers  face ; 
And  yet  ftill  bide,  as  if  he  hop't  for  grace  ? 
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Should  we  not  thinke  him  mad  ?     Sure  yes  ;  yet  wee 

Cannot  that  madnes  in  our  own  felues  fee : 

For,  we  dare  come  before  th'almighty  King 

To  fue  for  pardon  for  our  fmnes,  yet  bring 

The  felfe-fame  bad  minde,  ftill  conceiuing  murther 

Againft  his  children,  to  prouoke  him  further : 

And  looke  what  ill  is  but  in  thought  begun, 

With  him's  all  one,  as  if  the  fame  were  done. 

It  is  no  maruaile  that  no  humane  law 
Can  keepe  our  ouer-daring  harts  in  awe  ; 
Sith  that  we  doe  fo  little  dread  the  rod 
Of  fuch  a  powerfull,  and  fo  iufl  a  God ; 
And  if  in  mans  and  Gods  own  fight  we  dare 
So  feareleffe  fmne  without  refpect  or  care ; 
It  feemes  that  we  doe  little  confcience  make 
What  mifchiefes  by  our  felues  we  vndertake  : 
Or  thinke  it  no  prefumption  to  commit 
Something  alone  in  our  owne  fight  vnfit. 

Oh  groffe  and  ignorant !     Why,  that's  the  worft 
Of  all  prefumptions,  the  moft  accurft, 
And  full'ft  of  Danger.     Silly  man  take  heed, 
Doe  not  before  thy  felfe  an  euill  deed  ; 
For  when  God  doth  forgiue,  and  man  forget, 
Thine  owne  ill  confcience  will  oppofe  and  fet 
Her  felfe  againft  thee,  tell  thee  thine  offending, 
And  keepe  thee  backe  from  euer  apprehending 
Grace  or  forgiueneffe  ;  neither  will  afford 
The  fmalleft  comfort  of  the  facred  Word  : 
But  rather  to  thy  fad  remembrance  call 
Each  faying  that  may  ferue  to  proue  thy  fall : 
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And  though  that  fier  wondrous  tortures  brings 
Vnto  the  body,  yet  when  Confcience  ftings, 
Nor  fire,  nor  fword,  nor  hell  it  felfe  can  yeeld 
A  worfer  torment.     God  defend  and  fhield 
Me  from  the  like  ;  and  giue  me  grace  to  feare, 
So  that  I  may  preferue  my  Confcience  cleare 
In  all  my  a6lions  :  and  then  I  fliall  be 
In  better  cafe  a  thoufand-fold  then  he 
That  vnto  wealth  and  honour  hath  attain'd 
With  a  craz'd  Confcience  that  is  blurd  and  ftain'd. 

Alas  /  how  eafie  wer't  to  clime  or  mount 
To  worldly  Reputation  and  Account  ? 
How  foone  could  I  if  I  had  an  intention 
To  plot,  and  to  contriue,  a  damn'd  inuention 
Get  golden  heapes  ?  yea,  and  fo  priuily, 
That  though  'twere  done  by  craft  and  villany, 
I  by  the  blinded  world  would  be  deemed 
Perhaps  more  honeft ;  but  much  more  efteemed 
Than  now  I  am.     But  God  forbid  that  I 
Such  bafe  vaine  tram  and  dunghill  ftufic  fhould  buy 
At  fuch  a  rate.     For,  there's  no  lewell  dearer, 
Nor  any  loffe  a  man  can  haue  goes  nearer 
Than  peace  of  Confcience.     Which,  to  be  moft  true, 
The  ancient  Poets  very  wifely  knew, 
And  therefore  fain'd  their  Furies,  with  intent 
So  to  declare  the  inward  punifhment 
Of  guilty  mindes  :  which  fure  they  might  doe  well ; 
For,  there  are  in  them  Diuels,  yea,  and  Hell, 
With  all  her  torture.     What  elfe  was  the  caufe 
Nero  (who  knew  no  God,  nor  feared  Lawes) 
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When  he  had  kill'd  his  Mother  tooke  no  reft, 

But  thought  he  faw  her  comming  to  moleft 

And  plague  him  for't  ?     What  made  him  to  furmife 

He  was  ftill  tortur'd  in  fuch  hellifh  wife, 

That  Furies  did  to  his  appearance  fcorch 

His  liuing  body  with  a  burning  torch  ? 

Was't  not  his  Confcience  that  had  priuy  been 

Vnto  the  fact  ?     Was  not  the  Caufe  within, 

His  owne  bad  felfe  ?     If  'twere,  let's  to  amending 

Of  our  prefumptuous  fmnes,  and  bold  offending  ; 

If,  neither  in  regard  of  God,  nor  men, 

Oh  let's  for  feare  of  our  owne  Confcience  then. 

Yet  there's  another  thing  which  wer't  well  weigh'd 
Our  ram  Prefumption  would  be  fomewhat  ftai'd. 
The  end  of  life,  with  the  nere  ending  paine 
God  for  prefumptuous  finners  doth  ordaine. 
Could  we  note  that ;  with  deaths  vncertaine  times 
And  how  it  takes  men  acting  of  their  crimes 
Euen  in  the  very  nicke  of  their  offence, 
And  beares  them  (ere  they  can  repent  them)  hence, 
To  fuch  a  place  where  nothing  mail  appeare, 
But  all  the  ghaftly  obiects  of  grimme  feare. 
Where  euery  Senfe  mail  feuerally  fuftaine 
The  miferable  fmart  of  endleffe  paine  : 
The  tender  feeling,  mail  in  euery  part, 
Be  fubiect  to  th'intollerable  fmart 
Of  hellifh  flames,  commixt  with  chilling  cold  : 
Tortures  beyond  conceit ;  not  to  be  told. 
The  dainty  mouth  that  had  the  curiouft  tafte 
And  of  the  choifeft  cates  ftill  made  repaft  ; 
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Shall  filled  be,  yea  belly,  throat,  and  all, 
With  filth  more  loathfome  then  the  bittereft  gall  : 
The  once-perfumed  noftrill,  there,  fhall  drinkc 
Foule  noyfome  fmels  :  befide  the  fulphurous  ftinke 
Of  choaking  flames.     And  there,  the  liftning  care, 
Fed  with  the  found  of  pleafant  Muficke  here, 
Shall  change  it  for  the  woefull  fchreeching  cry 
Of  damned  foules  that  in  hels  tortures  ly  ; 
Whofe  hideous  howlings  can  by  no  defence, 
Be  kept  from  piercing  that  amazed  fenfe. 

And  then  while  they  fliall  trembling  thinkc  to  flie 
From  thofe  amazements  that  doe  feeme  fo  nic, 
Lo,  there  the  fearefull'ft  obicct  of  the  Sight, 
Their  quite  defpairing  mindes  fliall  more  affright. 
For  garifli  formes  of  foulc  mifliapen  fiends, 
And  vgly  Bugs  for  euermore  attends, 
To  thwart  each  looke.     But,  if  this  doe  not  make 
Thy  ouer-hardned  heart  (oh  man)  to  quake  : 
If  this  relation  be  too  weake  to  winne, 
Or  to  reclaime  thee  from  thy  wonted  finne, 
Reader,  if  this  doe  no  impreffion  Icauc, 
So  that  thou  canft  not  any  feare  conceiuc 
Through  this  defcription  ;  thinke  vpon't  at  night, 
Soone  in  thy  bed,  when  earth's  dcpriu'd  of  light : 
I  fay  at  mid-night,  when  thou  wak'ft  from  fleepe, 
And  lonely  darkeneffe,  doth  in  filence  keepe 
The  grim  fac't  night.     And,  but  imagine  then 
Thou  wert  borne  all  alone  to  fome  darkc  den, 
And  there  fet  naked  :  though  thou  felt  no  paine, 
Yet  feeing  no  way  to  get  out  againc, 

X2  If 


296 
Lib.  2.  PRES  VHP  TION.  Satyr. 4. 

If  thou  fhouldfl  in  that  naked  loneneffe  heare 

Some  yelling  voyce,  or  fome  ftrange  noife  draw  neare, 

With  threatning  ;  or  but  calling  on  thy  name  : 

Oh  with  what  patience  couldft  thou  bide  the  fame ! 

But  if  withall,  thy  wandring  eyes  fhould  marke, 

And  now  and  then  fee  peering  through  the  darke 

Some  monftrous  vifages,  or  vgly  faces, 

Which  would  make  proffer  of  fome  rude  embraces, 

And  fometime  feeme  as  if  they  would  begin 

With  griping  pawes  to  feize  thy  trembling  skin  ; 

Or,  but  fuppofe,  that  in  thy  Chamber  there, 

Where  cannot  be  the  hundreth  part  of  feare 

(Becaufe  to  thee  the  place  well  knowne  will  be, 

And  thou  maift  haue  therewith  to  couer  thee) 

Yet  there  I  fay  fuppofe  thou  fhouldft  behold, 

Not  fuch  grim  obiecls  as  are  heere  foretold, 

But  onely  heare  the  dolefull  voyce  of  men 

Complaining  in  the  darke  ;  And  now  and  then, 

Behold  the  ghaftly  fhape  of  friends  long  dead, 

Wrapt  in  their  fheetes  as  they  were  buried  ; 

Or  elfe  from  out  thy  Chamber  flore  to  rife 

A  troope  of  bony,  pickt  Anatomies. 

Come  pointing  to  thee,  as  if  thou  wert  he 

That  muft  ere  long  their  bare  Companion  be. 

Then  wouldft  thou  feare  I  know,  and  thinke  on  him, 

Whofe  might  and  fearefull  power  thou  didft  contemne, 

Thou  wouldft  confider  better  of  the  feare 

And  hellifh  horror  I  haue  mention'd  heere. 

Thy  dangerous  eftate  thou  wouldft  conceiue, 

And  fomewhat  thy  prefumptuous  actions  leaue ; 
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Thou  wouldft  not  fo  cafl  all  thy  care  behinde  thee, 
But  watch  thy  felfe,  for  feare  left  death  fhould  find  thee 
Doing  fome  ill ;  nor  wouldft  thou  thus  delay 
Times  of  repentance  ftill  from  day  to  day. 

But  oh  !  how  fhould  I  hope  that  this  I  pleade, 
Will  worke  in  them  that  fhall  but  barely  read 
What  I  haue  writ  f  fith  I  my  felfe  that  know, 
And  haue  fome  inward  feeling  of  that  woe 
Forget  my  felfe.     I  thinke,  when  I  fhall  be 
From  fuch  and  fuch  like  cares  and  troubles  free, 
Then  will  I  all  my  vanities  forfakc, 
A  better  courfe  of  life  He  vndcrtake, 
And  onely  feeke  the  glory  of  his  Name 
By  whom  I  liue.     That  day,  ere  long  time  came, 
Then  I  had  other  lets  ;  but  if  that  they, 
( As  I  did  feeke  they  might,)  were  once  away, 
I  would  indeed  my  duty  better  doe  : 
Well,  fo  it  pleas'd  God,  I  ore-paft  them  too. 
Yet  fomething  hindred  ftill,  that  I  could  neuer 
In  my  intended  Chriftian  courfe  perfeuer : 
But  euer  found  vnto  my  griefe  and  forrow, 
That  I  was  bad  to  day,  and  worfe  to  morrow : 
But  oh  !  thou  God  that  knowjl  my  hearts  defire, 
Doe  not ;  oh  doc  not  at  my  hands  require 
My  youthf till  fumes  \  though  this  my  jlcjli  be  fraile, 
And  my  affections  often  doc prcuailc : 
Seeing  thou  knowjl  the  weake  eftaie  of  man, 
And  what  a  little  his  f  mall  power  can, 
Accept  my  willy  and  let  thy  blood  fuffice 
To  quit  tJie  reft  of  mine  iniquities. 
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But  now,  becaufe  I  haue  obferu'd  fuch  ftore, 
I  needs  muft  tell  a  few  prefumptions  more. 

Some  in  contemning  others  wifedome  ;  mow, 
That  they  prefume  themfelues  doe  all  things  know  : 
But  that  vile  felfe-conceit  nere  raifed  any, 
Certaine  I  am  it  is  the  fall  of  many. 

Others  (and  they  in  this  kind  too  offend) 
On  their  owne  memories  too  much  depend  : 
Such  I  haue  heard  fo  confidently  fpeake, 
As  if  they  had  no  thought  that  men  were  weake  : 
Yea  thofe  ;  though  twenty  men  haue  all  gaine-faid 
What  they  affirmed,  were  not  yet  afraid 
Their  owne  bare  affirmation  to  out-face 
With  fundry  oathes  :  fuch  wondrous  truft  they  place 
In  their  remembrance  ;  yea,  my  felfe  ere  now 
Haue  been  oft-times  more  ready  to  auow 
What  I  thought  truth  ;  than  ere  He  be  againe  : 
For,  what  I  deem'd  to  be  fo  fure,  and  plaine, 
That  I  not  onely  flood  in't  to  my  might, 
But  would  haue  pawn'd  my  life  't  had  been  the  right : 
That  to  my  fhame,  I  haue  my  felfe,  alone, 
Found  to  be  falfe,  when  all  the  reft  were  gone. 
Which  grieu'd  me  fo,  that  He  nere  more  relie 
Or  truft  fo  much,  to  mine  owne  memorie. 

But  what  may  I  tearme  thofe,  who  for  a  name, 
Or  elfe  to  get  fome  vile  prepofterous  fame, 
Will  defperately  for  the  nonce  begin 
To  put  in  action  fome  vngodly  fin, 
That  all  men  loathe  ;  and  onely  ( as  they  fay,) 
For  to  be  talkt  of.     What  are  fuch  I  pray  ? 
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Prefumptuous,  vaine,  or  weake,  or  all  that's  bad  ? 
The  lafl  I  thinke  ;  and  ten-times  more  than  mad. 

Yet  we  haue  Gallants,  and  great  ftore  of  fuch, 
That  in  their  great  brauado's  care  not  much 
What  villanies  they  doe.     But  'tis  their  humour 
Onely  to  fill  mcns  mouthes  with  idle  rumour  ; 
And  caufe  they  know  the  vulgar  fort  do  dccme  them 
Youthes  of  great  Spirit,  and  doe  much  efteemc  them. 
But  amongft  wife  men,  they  are  fure  to  gaine 
Reproachfull  iliame,  and  wel-deferu'd  difdaine  ; 
And  yet,  to  adde  fome  fame  vnto  this  ftory, 
We  will  bequeath  them  Eroftratus  glory. 

Nor  haue  our  old  men  left  that  humour  yet, 
For  though  through  feebleneffe  they  are  vnfit 
To  put  in  practife  their  old  tricks  againe  : 
Yet  for  to  (hew  they  like  them,  and  would  faine ; 
They'l  often  with  a  lie  or  two  recite  them. 
And  the  remembrance  doth  fo  much  delight  them, 
That  whereas  they  ought  rather  to  repent, 
And  with  a  grieued  heart,  for  to  lament 
Their  former  folly  ;  they  with  loy  and  Laughter 
Seeme  to  approu't,  in  thofe  that  fhall  come  after. 

There's  yet  another  crew,  my  Mufc  well  knowes, 
To  whom,  flie  here  a  Memorandum  owes  ; 
Although  no  commendations  ;  for  they  are 
But  bufie  fellowes,  and  doe  boldly  dare 
Take  on  them  in  their  comments,  forth  to  find 
The  fecret  meaning,  of  each  Authors  mind  ; 
And  do  apply  that,  in  particular, 
Which,  doth  extend  to  all  in  generall : 
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And  in  this  little  Booke  perhaps,  they  can 

Say,  heere  I  meant  one,  there  another  man  ; 

And  by  their  names  they  will  not  fticke  to  fhew  them, 

When  as  perhaps  I  nere  fo  much  as  knew  them. 

So  from  my  honeft  meaning  they  will  reare  them 

A  flander,  for  fome  priuate  grudge  they  beare  them. 

But  though  thefe  are  fo  bold,  yet  I  belieue, 
Or  hope  at  leaft,  no  men  of  wifedome  giue 
Credit  to  any  fuch  interpretations, 
That  are  but  idle  falfe  imaginations  ; 
Sith  each  of  thefe  what  ftile  foe' re  he  craue, 
Doth  fhow  himfelfe  prefumptuous  foole,  and  knaue. 

But  heare  all  you  that  are  quite  voyde  of  care, 
What  you  prefume  in  :  chiefely  you  that  dare, 
Mauger  Gods  threats,  goe  forward  to  fulfill 
Your  naughty,  rafh,  vnbridled  hare-braine  will : 
As  if  you  thought  that  you  yourfelues  made  all, 
And  that  indeed  there  were  no  God  at  all. 
Know  this,  ere  long  time  it  fhall  come  to  paffe, 
That  you  fhall  howling  fit  and  cry,  alaffe : 
Curfing  your  birth  and  miferable  ftate, 
With  fad  repentance  when  it  is  too  late, 
Vnleffe  you  now  take  time.     Oh  wormes  !  oh  men  ! 
Forfake  your  follies,  oh  forfake  them  then. 
What  will  you  doe  elfe  when  once  feiz'd  by  death, 
Ready  to  draw  the  latefh  gafpe  of  breath  ; 
When  as  you  are  fo  weake  that  you  would  faine 
But  cannot  moue  your  tongues  for  to  complaine  f 
What  would  you  doe  if  then  there  fliould  appeare 
The  Authors  of  mod  miferable  feare, 

Your 
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Your  guiltie  Conferences,  and  there  vnroule 

To  your  remembrances  the  dreadful  fcroule 

Of  your  prefumptions  ?  and  withall  prefent, 

A  vifion  of  th'infernall  punifhment, 

Prepar'd  for  fuch  ?     And  if  in  that  bad  cafe. 

You  fhould  behold  him  you  efteem'd  fo  bafe 

Sit  with  fuch  power,  that  at  each  frown  he  makes 

The  earth  doth  tremble,  and  the  hcauen  fhakes : 

What  would  you  doe  ?     Oh  any  thing  :  I'm  fure 

No  paine  there  is  but  you  would  then  endure 

To  fcape  his  wrath,  ( if  you  doe  not  defpaire  \) 

Then,  will  you  begge,  entreat,  and  promife  faire ; 

Or  any  thing,  if  fo  it  were,  you  might 

Returne  to  life  againe  ;  then  would  you  quite 

Alter  your  dooings  ;  then  forfooth  you'l  be 

A  patterne  vnto  all  pofberitie  ; 

You  would  be  humble,  meek,  deuout,  and  chafte : 

But  now  there's  time,  and  then  it  may  be  pafb. 

Yet  I  my  felfe  haue  heard  thofe  that  haue  vow'd 
Much  in  their  anguifh,  and  God  hath  allow'd 
A  longer  time  ;  yea,  hath  vouchfafe  to  faue 
And  giue  them  life  againe,  e'ne  at  the  graue : 
And  yet  haue  thefe  forgot  their  former  paine, 
And  turn'd  vnto  their  owne  ill-waies  againe  : 
Which  hauing  feene,  this  for  vs  men  He  fpeake, 
Not  without  griefe,  though  nothing  be  fo  weakc  : 
Yet  are  we  in  our  owne  conceits  fo  tall. 
That  for  prefurnption  We  doe  ont-paffe  all: 
And  if  fo  be  that  this  fame  hardning  fm 
Doe  feize  vpon  the  heart  once,  and  get  in  ; 


329 


302 

EPILOGVS. 

My  minde  is  this,  'twill  nere  be  purg'd  thence  well, 
No,  not  with  all  the  feares  and  pangs  of  Hell. 


EPILOGVS. 

SO,  in  fome  meafure  I  haue  now  made  known 
What  foule  A  bufes  Time  to  me  hath  fhown  ; 
And  what  Man  is,  I  haue  explain'd  fome  Crimes 
That  I  haue  noted  |n  thefe  prefent  times. 
Then,  though  I  haue  by  fome  beene  counted  idle, 
This  fhowes,  I  haue  not  giuen  Time  the  bridle 
To  runne  away  vnmannag'd  ;  but  did  vfe  it 
Then  beft ;  when  I  moft  feemed  to  abufe  it. 

Heere  finfull  man,  thou  maifh  behold  in  part 
Thy  miferable  ftate,  and  what  thou  art. 
Thy  Paffions  ;  thy  vanities  heere  fee  : 
In  part,  ( I  fay,)  for  all  there  cannot  be : 
Thy  Wauerings  and  thy  frailties  I'ue  explain'd, 
With  thy  Prefumption,  and  haue  nothing  fain'd. 
If  thou  haft  read  it,  then  I  hope  thou  know' ft, 
Though  thou  feem'ft  bad,  thou  worfe  art  then  thou 
And  I  doe  truft,  thy  wretchedneffe  efpide,        (fhow'ft  : 
Will  quell  thy  moft  intolerable  pride. 

I  muf'd  a  while  thou  wert  fo  prone  to  finning. 
But  'twas  thy  fault  I  fee  from  the  beginning : 
And  as  the  Lord  himfelfe  once  faid,  fo  ftill, 
Ttt  imaginations  of  thy  heart  are  ill. 
That's  one  maine  caufe  ;  Then  to  performe  an  euill, 
Thou  haft  \hzproneneffe  of  theflejli ;  the  Diucll\ 

With 
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With  bad  examples  for  thy  inftigation  ; 
Bcfides  in  ill  the  Worlds  rafli  approbation. 

But  yet  would  I  not  haue  thcc  think  (oh  man  /) 
That  I  with  Tymon  the  Athenian, 
Defire  to  make  thec  fo  much  feele  thy  woe, 
To  goe  and  hang  thy  felfe  ;  I  meane  not  fo  : 
Nor  feeke  to  driue  thee  thereby  to  defpaire, 
'Tis  not  my  purpofe,  my  intent's  more  faire. 
This  I  would  haue  thee  doe  ;  Sith  flefli  is  fraile, 
And  Sathan  will  be  bufie  to  preuaile, 
With  heed  and  care  watch  ouer  thy  affection, 
And  in  thy  doings  follow  this  direction. 

Firft,  fee  if't  be  thy  flefli  that  moues  thee  to 
Thofe  things  thou  art  fo  oft  about  to  doe. 
Next,  to  conflder  well  it  doth  behooue  thcc, 
What  kinde  of  men  they  are  that  doe  approuc  thee  : 
For,  true  it  is  fas  I  haue  oft  bccne  taught) 
What  Flefli  defires,  and  moft  approues,  is  naught. 
And  fith  to  thru  ft  thee  forward  vnto  euill, 
Thou  haft  an  ill  Heart,  proud  Flefli,  and  the  Diuell, 
With  bad  example ;  learnc  foh  man)  to  fcafon 
Thy  heart  with  facred  thoughts,  with  truth  and  reafon  : 
Thy  Flefli  with  labour,  and  with  fafting,  tame, 
And  'twill  not  be  fo  fubiect  vnto  blame. 
Preuent  the  Diuels  baits  and  his  temptations 
With  earneft  Prayers,  and  good  Meditations : 
And  fee  thou  heed  to  thy  companions  giu'ft, 
Sith  thou  wilt  be  as  thofe  with  whom  thou  liu'ft, 
Yea,  fith  thou  art  fo  fubiect  vnto  fin, 
Shun  all  occafions  that  may  draw  thee  in. 

So 
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So,  when  thy  God  fhall  fee  thou  haft  a  will, 
And  truely  dofb  defire  to  mend  what's  ill  ; 
Hee  will  accept  it  (for  his  Sonnes  deare  fake) 
And  thee  more  willing,  and  more  able  make. 
Yea,  fhould  thy  fmnes  more  red  then  Scarlet  grow, 
Yet  he  would  make  them  whiter  then  the  Snow : 
Thy  now  blacke  Soule  (were  it  thrice  more  defiTd) 
As  innocent  as  is  the  new-borne  child  : 
And  thy  moil  miferable  body,  farre 
More  glorious,  than  is  the  brighteft  Starre. 
But  if  thou,  without  care  or  heed,  doft  leane 
Vnto  thofe  lufts  of  flem  that  are  vncleane, 
If  thou  take  pleafure  and  delight  to  doe  them, 
Quite  giuing  ouer  thy  defires  vnto  them, 
They  both  in  foule  and  body  too,  will  make  thee 
So  foule  a  Leper  that  God  will  forfake  thee ; 
His  holy  Angels,  and  his  Saints  abhorre  thee, 
And  onely  Diuels  make  intreatie  for  thee  ; 
Yea,  thou  fhalt  in  Gehynnon,  waile  with  them, 
That  are  excluded,  new  lerufalem. 

The  end  of  the  fecond  Booke. 


332 


305 


The  Scourge. 
(V) 


MY  Mufe,  I  purpos'd  to  haue  refted  here ; 
And  fo  me  fhould  indeed  ;  but  that  I  feare 
A  gentle  warning  will  not  now  fuffice, 
To  make  men  leaue  off  their  iniquities  : 
Yea,  I  doe  know  their  negligence  fo  great, 
Tis  not  enough  we  fhould  perfwade,  or  threat  ; 
And  therefore  I'me  refolued  ere  I  part, 
To  giue  them  a  remembrance  to  their  fmart. 
And  though  full  loath  (caufe  their  ill  natures  vrgc) 
He  fend  abroad  a  Satyr  with  a  Scourge  ; 
That  to  their  fhame  for  this  Abufe  fliall  ftrip  them, 
And  being  naked  in  their  vices,  whip  them. 
And  to  be  fure  of  thofe  that  are  moft  ram, 
Not  one  mall  fcape  him  that  deferues  a  lafli. 

But  fome  will  kick.     Yea,  let  them  kick  and  fpare  not 
So  he  may  come  to  ierke  them  well  I  care  not ; 
For  be  they  rich,  or  poore,  or  weake,  or  ftrong, 
He  make  him  finde  them  that  delight  in  wrong. 
Not  in  defpight,  to  make  rcuengefull  rumours ; 
Rather  in  fport,  to  mocke  the  worlds  bafe  humours. 

But 


333 


3io 
THE   SCOVRGE. 

But  leaft  I  make  my  Prologue  ouer-large, 
He  let  my  whipping  Satyr  know  his  charge. 

Firffc,  though  he  haue  but  little  manners  got, 
Bred  in  the  woods,  where  many  vfe  them  not, 
He  fhall  be  fent  to  ouer-looke  the  Court, 
And  dance  the  Witch,  and  make  the  King  fome  fport. 

Doe  Satyr,  goe  ;  thou  fhalt  not  be  difdain'd  ; 
Loue  without  merit  hath  been  entertain'd, 
And  fo  may  thine  ;  that  Progenie's  the  moft, 
Yea,  all  indeed  of  which  the  world  can  boaft  : 
And  that  fo  worthie  (tis  a  wondrous  matter,) 
Commend  it  how  thou  wilt,  thou  canft  not  flatter. 

If  thou  maift  get  their  fauour ;  that  be  beft, 
There  is  no  caufe  why  thou  {houldft  feare  the  reft  : 
The  good  will  help,  but  neuer  hurt.     Then  care  not : 
Although  the  wicked  would  offend,  they  dare  not. 
Firft,  lafh  the  Great-ones  ;  but,  if  thou  be  wife, 
In  generall,  and  doe  not  fpeciallize  : 
Yet,  if  thou  doe,  fo  wifely  let  it  be, 
None  may  except  but  thofe  that  faulty  be. 

Now  peraduenture,  fome  will  rage  or  ftorme  ; 
But  that's  no  matter,  thou  art  freely  borne  : 
And  though  their  eyes  fparke  fire,  and  they  looke  big, 
Be  thou  as  fterne,  thou  need'ft  not  care  a  fig ; 
And  tell  them  plainely  tis  not  all  their  fhow, 
Can  make  men  thinke  them  better  than  they  know : 
Tis  not  great  words,  nor  yet  a  large  poffeffion, 
Shall  free  them  from  the  fcandall  of  oppreffion  ; 
Though  they  can  now,  to  get  themfelues  a  name, 
Build  Babel  vp  a  new  ;  and  quickly  frame 

Such 
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Such  lofty  Palaces,  as  if  they  meant 
To  threaten  heauen  from  the  battlement. 

Who  wonders  at  it  ?     None  I  thinke  :  and  why  ? 
Who  is  fo  mad  to  tell  them  that  ?  not  I. 
Yet  Satyr,  looke  that  thou  before  thou  part, 
Giue  them  one  ierk,  to  make  their  Honours  fmart. 
Their  ftately  houfes,  fay,  are  things  but  vaine, 
An  Age  or  two  fhall  rot  them  downe  againe  : 
And  for  their  vice,  if  there  be  none  dare  fliow  it, 
Say,  I  haue  vow'd  to  make  the  world  to  know  it. 

Then,  tis  not  tombes,  nor  yet  a  heape  of  ftones, 
Shall  make  men  thinke  the  better  of  their  bones  : 
No,  it  fhall  fpeake  their  Auarice  and  Pride, 
Which  thofe  they  fcorn'd,  &  wrong'd,  fliall  then  deride. 
So  let  them  goe  their  Soueraigne  to  attend, 
And  thofe  that  be  not  at  the  beft,  amend. 

Search  on  for  more  ;  but  if  thou  hap  to  findc 
Any  among  them  of  the  female  kinde, 
Women  or  Angels,  bad  or  good,  thine  eyes 
Shall  not  looke  toward  their  infirmities. 
What  ere  fome  fay,  no  woman  will,  or  can 
Wrong  him  (He  warrant)  that's  an  honeft  man. 
For  they  are  good,  and  furely  would  be  ftill 
Were't  not  that  men  did  often  make  them  ill  : 
Thofe  that  are  angry  with  them,  let  them  mow  it, 
He  fay  th'are  vertuous,  for  becaufe  I  know  it. 
Mens  faults  I  tell :  fo  may  he  womans  too 
That's  plagu'd  by  whores,  with  whom  he  had  to  doo. 
Thefe  if  thou  hap  to  fee  I  charge  thee  skip, 
And  fearch  in  euery  office  with  thy  whip  ; 

Their 
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There,  there  are  thofe  that  for  their  priuate  ftore, 

Make  both  th' Exchequer,  and  the  Commons  poore, 

Extortion  doth  maintaine  their  brauery  ; 

Yet  lay  not  open  all  their  knauery  : 

But  tell  them  they  a  new  account  muft  bring ; 

That  lafh  perhaps  their  guilty  foules  will  fling. 

Thou  fhalt  in  Court  another  troope  efpy, 
Such  as  in  fhow  are  full  of  honefby  ; 
Faire  tongu'd ;  but  he  that  fuch  fine  followers  wants 
Is  happy  ;  for  they  are  but  Sycophants  ; 
Diffembling  Villaines  :  Doe  but  note  them  well, 
And  thou  wilt  fay  they  are  the  brood  of  hell. 
For  pluck  away  their  fain'd  fidelity, 
And  they  are  e'ne  a  heape  of  villany  : 
To  make  them  fmart,  thefe  words  to  them  commend, 
That  beggery  and  fhame  fhall  be  their  end. 

Yet  thou  fhalt  finde  depending  on  the  Court, 
Some  that  will  ieft  to  make  their  betters  fport : 
But  fift  them  (  I  durfl  pawne  a  brace  of  tefters ) 
If  truth  were  known,  they  are  more  fooles  then  lefters  : 
And  fo  they  are  fuppos'd  ;  although  indeed, 
They  are  more  knaues  than  fooles :  but  take  thou  heed  ; 
Come  not  within  the  compaffe  of  their  bable, 
Then  call  them  knaues,  as  lowd  as  thou  art  able. 

If  thou  come  thither  at  fome  publique  mow, 
( As  there  thou  fhalt  be  whether  they  will  or  no ) 
Remember  that  thou  make  a  fhift  to  creepe 
Neere  to  the  place  where  they  the  Reuels  keepe. 
There  ftand  a  while  vnfeene,  and  doe  no  more, 
But  note  thofe  fellowes  that  doe  keepe  the  dore : 

If 
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Jordan,  Peter  A.,  606-614,  Sansom  street,  Phila 
delphia,  U.S.A.  (per  Triibner  and  Co.,  Pater 
noster  row,  London,  E.G.) 

TT'ERSHAW,   James,     13,    St.  Luke's  terrace, 

Cheetham,  Manchester 

Kershaw,  John,  Audenshaw,  near  Manchester 
Kershaw,   John,    Park  house,   Willesden  lane, 

London,  N.W. 

King,  James,  6,  Adelaide  place,  Glasgow 
Knight,    Joseph,    27,    Camden   square,    London, 

N.W. 

T  ANCASHIRE   Independent    College    (per 
Mr.    Joseph   Thompson,    Pin  mill,    Ard- 
wick) 
Lees,  Samuel,  junr.,  Parkb ridge,  Ashton-under- 

Lyne 
Leigh,  Major  Egerton,  Jodrell  hall,  near  Congle- 


Maj( 
i,Ch 


ton,  Cheshire 

Leigh,  John,  Whalley  Range,  Manchester 

Lembcke,   Professor,  Marburg  (per  Williams  and 
Norgate,  14,  Henrietta  street,  Covent  garden, 
London,  W.C.) 

Lingard,  J.  R.,  12,  Booth  street,  Piccadilly,  Man 
chester 

Lingard,  R.  B.  M.,  12,  Booth  street,  Piccadilly, 
Manchester 

Lockwood  and  Co.,  7,  Stationers'  hall  court,  Lon 
don,  E.G. 

A/TCCOWAN,    David,    7,  Lynedoch  crescent, 

•"•*•     Glasgow 

Mackenzie,  John  Whiteford,  16,  Royal  circus, 
Edinburgh 

Maclure,  John  William,  Bond  street,  Manchester 

Manchester  Free  Library,  Campfield 

Marsden,  Rev.  Canon,  B.D.,  F.R.S.L.,  Cliff 
grange,  Higher  Broughton,  Manchester 

Martin,  William,  city  treasurer,  Town  hall,  Man 
chester 

Milne- Redhead,  R.,  Springfield,  Seedley,  Pendle- 
ton,  Manchester 

Mounsey,  G.  G.,  Castletown,  near  Carlisle 

Mountcastle,  William,  Market  street,  Manchester 

Murdock,  James  B.,  27,  Virginia  street,  Glasgow 

Muntz,  George  H.  M.,  Grosvenor  road,  Hands- 
worth,  Birmingham 

TSJAPIER,  George  W.,  19,  Chapel  walks,  Man- 
•^      Chester 

Neill,  Robert,  Northumberland   street,   Higher 
Broughton,  Manchester 
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Newcastle-upon-Tyne  Literary  and  Philosophical 

Society  (per  Mr.  Lyall,  librarian) 
New  York,  Clinton  Hall  Library  at  (per  Sampson 

Low,   Son  and  Marston,    188,  Fleet  street, 

London,  E.G.) 
Nicholl,   George   W.,   The   Ham,   Cowbridge, 

Glamorganshire 
Nichols  George  W.,  Augusta  house,  Rotherhithe, 

London,  S.E. 

OAKEY,   John,    jun.,   172,   Blackfriars  road, 
London,  S.E. 

Owens  College  Library,  Quay  street,  Manchester 
Oxford  Union  Society  (per  Mr.  Thomas  Harris, 
steward) 

DAINE,  Cornelius,  Oak  hill,  Surbiton,  Surrey 

Palin,  Captain,  Police  office,  Manchester 
Panton,  Rev.  G.  A.,  2,  Crown  circus,  Dowanhill, 

Glasgow 
Parker,  H.  T.,  3,  Ladbroke  gardens,  Kensington 

park,  London,  W.     (Two  Copies.) 
Paterson,  William,  74,  Princes  street,  Edinburgh 
Paterson,  William  S.,  8,  Gordon  street,  Glasgow 
Peace,  Maskell  W.,  Green  hill,  Wigan 
Peel,  George,  Soho  foundry,  Manchester 
Pickering,  Basil  Montagu,    196,   Piccadilly,  Lon 
don,  W. 

Pocock,  C.  Innes,  Rouge  Bouillon,  Jersey 
Portico  Library,  Mosley  street,  Manchester 
Priaulx,  O.  de  Beauvoir,  8,  Cavendish  square, 
London,  W. 

QUARITCH,  Bernard,  15,  Piccadilly,  Lon 
don,  W. 

"D  EDFERN,  Rev.  R.  S.,  M.A.,  Acton  vicarage, 

1V     Nantwich 

Reform  Club,  London,   (per  Messrs.   Ridgway, 
Piccadilly) 

Reynolds,  Rev.  G.  W.,  Barr  hill,  Pendleton 

Rhodocanakis,  H.  H.  the  Prince,  Higher  B rough - 
ton,  Manchester 

Riggall,  Edward,  141,  Queen's  road,  Bayswater,  W. 

Robinson,  Samuel,  Black  Brook  cottage,  Wilmslow 

Robinson,  W.  W.,  New  road,  Oxford 

Ross,  Henry,  F.S.A.,  The  Manor  house,  Swans- 
combe,  Kent 

Russell,  J.  R.,  i,  Stanley  place,  Paisley  road, 
Glasgow 

C  AUNDERS,  J.  Symes,  M.D.,  Devon  County 
*"^       Lunatic  asylum,  Exminster,  Exeter 
Schofield,  Thomas,   I,  Apsley  terrace,  Chester 

road,  Manchester 
Scott,  James,  The  Lochies  house,  Burntisland, 

N.B. 


Sewell,  John  C.,  3,  Bridgwater  place,  High  street, 
Manchester 

Sharp,  John,  The  Hermitage,  near  Lancaster 

Sheldon,  Stephen  (per  Mr.  T.  Hayes) 

Shields,  Thomas,  Scarborough 

Simms,  Charles  S.,  King  street,  Manchester 

Simpson,  A.  A.,  Millington  Hope,  Higher  Crump- 
sail,  Manchester 

Simpson,    Joseph,     Millington    Hope,    Higher 
Crumpsall,   Manchester 

Simpson,  Walter,  Bank  parade,  Preston 

Slingluff,  C.  B.,  Baltimore  (per  Mr.  B.  F.  Stevens, 
London) 

Smith,  Alexander,  69,  St.  George's  place,  Glasgow 

Smith,  Fcreday,  Parkfield,  Swinton,  Manchester 

Smith,  Charles,  Faversham,  Kent 

Snelgrove,  Arthur  G.,  London  hospital,  London, 

Sotheby,  Mrs.  S.  Leigh,  Leipzig  (per  Mr.  Good 
man,  407,  Strand,  London,  W.C.) 

Sotheran,  Henry,  136,  Strand,  London,  W.C. 

Steinthal,  II.  M.,  Hollywood,  Fallow-field 

Stevens,  B.  F.,  17,  Henrietta  street,  Covcnt  garden, 
London,  W.C. 

Stewart,  A.  B.,  5,  Buchanan  street,  Glasgow 

Suthers,    Charles,    Riversvale,    Ashton-under- 
Lyne 

Swindells,  George  II.,  Oak  villa,  Hcaton  chapel, 
near  Stockport 

HTANXER,  Thomas  II.,   M.D.,  9,  Henrietta 
street,  Cavendish  square,  London,  W. 

Taylor,  Thomas  F.,  Highfield  house,  Pcmberton, 
Wigan 

Thompson,  F.,  South  parade,  Wakcfield 

Thompson,  Joseph,  Pin  mill,  Ardwick,  Manchester 

Thorpe,  Rev.  J.  F.,   Herne  hill  vicarage,  Faver 
sham,  Kent 

Timmins,  Samuel,  F.R.S.L.,  Elvetham  lodge,  Bir 
mingham 

Turner,  Robert  S.,  I,  Park  square,  Regent's  park, 
London,  N.W. 

WEITCH,  George  Seton,  13,  Castle  terrace, 

*       Edinburgh 
Vernon,  George  V.,  Osborne  terrace,   Stretford 

road,  Manchester 
Vienna,  Imperial  Library  at  (per  Ashcr  and  Co., 

13,  Bedford  street,  Covcnt  garden,  London, 

W.C.) 

WARD,  Henry,  158,  Cambridge  street,  Pimlico, 
London,  S.W. 
Washington,  U.S.,  Library  of  Congress  at  (per 

Mr.  E.  G.  Allen) 

Watson,  Robert  S.,  101,  Pilgrim  street,  Newcastlc- 
on-Tyne 
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Western.  George,  2,   Gray's  inn  square,  London, 

W.C. 
Weymouth,  R.  F.,  D.Lit.,   Mill   Hill  school, 

London,  N.W. 

Wheatley,  H.  B.,  53,  Berners  street,  London,  W. 
Whitehead,  Jeffery,  Barfield  lodge,  Bickley,  Kent 
Wilbraham,  Henry,  Chancery  office,  Manchester 


Woolcombe,  Rev.  W.  W.,  M.  A.,  Ardwick,  Man 
chester 

Wylie,  Charles,  3,  Earl's  terrace,  Kensington, 
London,  W. 

"VTOUNG,    Alexander,    9,    Lynedock    place, 

*•      Glasgow 
Young,  George,  9,  Lynedock  place,  Glasgow 
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